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She was undressing when the knock came. 
"Who ts it?" she called, 

"Whitey. Let me in " 

Weight sagged against the door. She 
shrugged, unlocked it, and Whitey ambled in. 
His eyes ran over her. Her skin was tanned, 
creamy and smooth. His bovine tongue came out 
and licked his thick lips, 

"Mow'd you get along?" 

"All right. The mother role . 11 

"Did you—?" 

"You damn fool! No, I didn't. Now wilt you go, 
please?" 

But he didn't leave. One swing, she was in 
his arms; two steps, the bed. She lay on it, glar¬ 
ing up at him—anger in her eyes and also some¬ 
thing else, something akin to fear. 

"It's been a long time, Janice." 

She said, "Not now, Whitey." 

But there was no stopping him. She clawed 
his back, bit his neck—and the Sleepwell served 
its purpose. . , * 
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Brad and Marcella were alone in his small office. He sat 
with his feet on the desk and leaned back in his chair, 
eyes closed. 

He had a hangover a yard long. 

The big door behind his desk was shut but it did not 
keep out the noise made by the stitching machines back in 
the factory. The mechanisms produced sharp, metallic 
sounds, seeming to drive needles through his brain rather 
than through the mattresses. 

He spoke laboriously, keeping his eyes dosed. “Just 
what did I drink at that shindig last night?” 

He heard Marcella laugh. Without the hangover, he 
would have been pleased by the sound; now it resembled 
the roar of a female jackass. He felt anger toward the girl 
She had gotten as drunk as he. They had landed up in bed 
together in her apartment* 

“You started on beer,” she reminded him. 

He started to nod but caught himself. If he moved his 
head, his brain would surely shift out of position’—that 
is, if he had any brain left. 
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"Then you graduated to vodka.” 

He kept his eyes closed. His eyeballs ached as if some¬ 
body had thrown damp sand into them. 

“Then you drank, in this order, rum, bourbon, wine_” 

Thats enough, he said. “It was the vino that did it.” 
He heard Marcella push back her chair. Her high heels 
clicked across the tile, every click driving another spike 
into his brain. She stopped behind him. 

“My poor darling,” she cooed. 

Brad still kept his eyes closed. “You drank as much 
as I did, didn’t you? And you seem chipper today,” 

“I coasted,” she said. 

He caught a whiff of her perfume. She was twenty, five- 
two, with brown hair, brown eyes, and a figure that would 
set a calliope whistling of its own accord. The day be¬ 
fore, when he had first met her, the perfume had smelled 
nice and sweet, fitting her dark loveliness, but today it 
smelled to Brad as if a skunk had walked through the office 
of Sleepwell Mattresses, Inc. 

He swore and said, “You stink. What kind of per¬ 
fume are you wearing, for God’s sake?” 

Her voice was cold. “The same as yesterday.” He 
heard her turn and go back to her desk, those heels still 
clicking into his brsin. He swiveled his head slightly End 
looked at her straight back, her narrow waist, her flar¬ 
ing hips. He felt something stir within him. 

/ guess HI live, he thought, 

“My apartment is closer than yours” He heard her 
settle in her chair, “Why don't you go up there and sleep? 
You re doing no good here** 1 ' 

Three days ago the old man had said the same thing— 
?°“ re . dom % no 8°°d here. And the old man had added, 

1 If give you one more chance, Bradley.” When angry, his 
father never called him Brad—always Bradley. “I’ve got 
a good man in Herman Hanebuth out in Marystown, Cal¬ 
ifornia, but I’m transferring hint to our San Francisco 
mfice. I want you to run the Marystown plant. It’s our 
third biggest manufacturing unit." He paused obviously 
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to give emphasis to his next statement. “The Marys- 
town place supplies all our mattress sales on the west 
coast, in Arizona and New Mexico, up into Montana, and 
as far east as Denver.” 

Brad had thought, anything to get away from the old 
man. And he had looked out the window of the big office 
on Dearborn, looked at the smog-Med Chi sky, and he 
had said, “1 can run it.” 

“Are you sure?” 

Anger had touched the younger man’s tanned twenty- 
three-year-old face. “I said I could run it. 

“Run it into the ground?" 

That was typical of the old man; always with the sharp 
tongue honed on emery running through acid. 

“Run it yourself, then!” 

“And what will you do for a living?” 

“I’ll get by.” , . . 

“Shine shoes, maybe, in the park?” The old man had 
flabby jowls and when he shook his heavy head, they 
swayed. “You will do your best?” he had insisted quietly. 
Brad had not answered. 

“The college will Dot take you back,” his father had 
said in his slow, thick manner. “1 even discussed it with 

the president.” . 

“My fraternity didn’t do any real harm. We just raided 
Alpha Kappa house and took the pants off the girls and 
beat them over the bare rears with them. That’s no - 

crime.” . , 

“But it was the third tune,” the old man had pomtea 
out. “The first time, they called it a boyish prank and the 
second time the deans were angry—but now, the third 
time, you are out of college.” The old man had sighed 
deeply. “Now you will never write your book.” 

“You don’t have to go to college to be a writer.” 

“Ah, but college—it helps.” The old man had migrated 
from Germany. He had sold papers, saved dough, married 
the old lady, climbed up, always up—and now he was 



10 


THE MATTRESS GAME 


worth at least five million. The old lady had died twelve 
years ago—when Brad had been nine. 

ll^%f r f Sident ,!? ld , me that no other m the 

United States would take you now. Brad. That’s why I’m 

sending you out to our Marystown plant. I’m giving you 

a chance to amount to something. You will leave today 

wh^ d P r de .. a fa V ri P to the hi S house in Evanston, 
where Fifi, all one hundred pounds of her, helped him 
throw things into the thick leather suitcases he had bought 
on the Mexico City drunk last summer. Then Fifi, snif- 
mg a little, had looked at him and said, “You are all 
packed, my lover.” Fifi had a French accent 

, had other attributes, too; she fitted well into the 

wH? A ?t Ver !L S K cont 5 )U J rs of one th e old man’s Sleep- 
wells. After the bags had been loaded, Brad and she had 

q T* & , r ° Ufihly ’ until Fifi h^ writhed away, 
exhausted and fulfilled. She had reposed on her back in 

out oTS SU1 *’ gaZmg M the ceUing with £ y es s hghtly 
Brad ^ • 

seenT l a l I? d h!™ d H hiS sq " intin8 “ ,0 m '™ r - He had 

j^7; a tall> bI ™ d y° L uth - “Ot actually handsome, but good- 

a J n lT Ugb ’ W ‘! h „ a mggcd J aw ’ nose a trifle too large 
and light blue eyes. “I’ll miss you, too.” K 

“You will be close to Hollywood.” Fifi had always 

wanted to go to Hollywood. ys 

“AW close ”. Brad had corrected, slipping into his coat. 
About seven hundred miles, Fifi,” 

I II miss you/ 1 Fifi repeated. 

Brad had bent over and kissed her. The girl’s hands 
!* ad g0n£ ^nd his neck, holding him close and tight 
and he had smelled the earthy, womanly smell of her 
touched wuh fight perfume. To avoid further words, he 
had grabbed his two suitcases and charged down the 

hird^r^TTiF the ,uggage 1010 the back of the Thunder- 
bird. He had known Fifi would be standing on the marble 
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steps watching him go, waving the inevitable white hand¬ 
kerchief, but he had not looked hack. Miss me, huh? 
Guess she never noticed me that morning 1 came out of the 
bathroom just in time to see her sneaking out of the old 
man's room , 

The Thimderbird was fast. He had picked up one ticket 
in Denver, another in Salt Lake, and a Nevada bull had 
hailed him down out of Elko, but iifty bucks had fixed 
that grab, and to hell with the tickets. 

Well, here he was, sitting in his office in Marystowu, 
facing another Fifi in the stenographer's chair, and carry¬ 
ing a hangover that could span the Feather River, a block 
away , *. 


The whole mess that he was in now had been started 
by the Sleepwell Mattress salesmen. 

Yesterday they had gathered to meet the new boss, all 
twenty-three of them. The office, of course, was no place 
to conduct such business, so they had all gone to the 
Country Club. 

Yes, they had met the new boss, the new boss had met 
them—that was it. Except for the gallons of liquor they 
had consumed in the process. 

The phone rang. It drove a razor-sharp axe through 
Brad's skull, then skipped on, leaving his brain two evenly 
divided hunks of gray protoplasm. Marcella was slow 
in picking up the instrument. It took her a year, it seemed, 
to turn around in her chair, another year to consider what 
to do, then two years to pick up the receiver* 

‘‘Sleepwell Mattresses. 5 ’ 

The phone squawked. Brad tried to shut his ears against 
the sound. Squawk, squawk, squawk, 

“Just a moment, please,” Marcella said. She put her 
hand over the mouthpiece, “Big order, boss.” 

“Take it down,” Brad said sourly. 

“The woman wants to talk to you/ 5 

“Me? Why me? 55 



12 


THE MATTRESS GAME 


“She wants twenty-four new mattresses, twenty-four new 
mnersprings, and she wants a discount" 9 

“Who is she?" 

“Mrs. Janice Westbrook.” 

Brad frowned. “What in hell does she intend to do with 
two dozen mattresses? Start a sporting house?” 

“She just bought the Travelers Hotel." 

Brad nodded. “Tell her we 5 U give her the usual hotel 
discount.” 

Marcella repeated that. “Mrs. Westbrook still wants to 
talk to the boss,” she said and held out the phone. Wearily, 
Brad surrendered; he picked up the instrument. 

“Manager Brad Smith speaking,” he said dully. 
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The womans first few words knocked the brown scum 
off his brain. Her second sentence jerked his feet from 
the desk. Next, Brad sat up straight in his chair. His left 
hand automatically went up to adjust his tie. 

It wasn't her words that did it. It was the sex in that 
voice. Her voice dripped sex, oozed sex, created mys¬ 
terious male longings in him-—something he had thought 
impossible after the booze last night and the shack-job 
with Marcella. 

“I have just bought the Travelers Hotel, Mr, Smith. I 
am throwing out all the mattresses and innersprings and 
beds and most of the furniture, so I’ll need new stuff. 
You do manufacture innersprings, too, do you not—along 
with your Sleepwell mattresses?” 

“Yes, we manufacture two grades of innersprings,” He 
corrected himself. “Actually three,” His hand was damp 
on the receiver and he felt sweat pop out on his forehead. 
But he always sweated easily after a drank, he rationalized. 
Brad was aware of Marcella’s keen eyes. He gave her 
a sharp glance and saw her look down at a ledger on her 
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desk. The stitching machines in the back shop were going 
full-blast, but the roar no longer harassed him. 

“I think I am entitled to a hotel discount, am I not?” 

“Yes, you are. Twenty percent, Mrs. Westbrook,” A 
terrible curiosity came over him. He had to see the owner 
of this voice. “I have a few minutes. Why don’t I drive 
out and survey the project?” 

‘That would be just fine,” the throaty voice cooed 

“How do I get out to your hotel?” 

“You go down Main Street, turn right on Olive; Olive 
leads into River Road, and you go six miles out River 
Road. The hotel is on your left, in the pines—you can’t 
miss it.” 

“Be there in half an hour,” he said 

“Goodby, Mr. Smith.” 

“Goodby, Mrs. Westbrook.” 

Brad's trembling hand restored the receiver to its 
cradle. He wiped his forehead with his handkerchief. 

“You sure came alive in a hurry,” Marcella commented* 

Brad gave her an angry glance. You sleep with a girl 
once—even for just a quick shack-up job—and they 
think they've got the hooks in you forever. The office had 
suddenly grown too small for the two of them. And it 
was hot, despite the air-conditioner purring in cooled air. 

“What’s this Travelers Hotel?” he asked. There was no 
use fighting with Marcella. He was the boss. He paid her 
wages. He could always fire her. If he hadn’t been swacked 
he would never have hit the Sleep well with the girl last 
night, but when a man got tanked to the gills he would 
do almost anything. 

“I don’t know what it is,” Marcella answered. 

“You don’t know? How long have you lived in this 
burg?” 

“Too long,” she replied. “Six years. I came from Frisco. 
A sad tale, boss. My father ran off with another woman. 
My mother ran off with another man. Neither wanted me, 
I lived with an old aunt here. She died last year right 
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alter I finished school. I have worked here for three years, 
and there is little Marcella Jones 1 life story.” 

Oh } God\ Brad groaned. He tried again. “The Travelers 
Hotel is six miles up River Road, Mrs. Westbrook told 
me. 1 * 

Marcella’s white teeth nibbled on the comer of a sheet 
of paper, “That must be the old American Legion Club,” 
she said slowly, her forehead wrinkling, “It’s been empty 
for about two years, ever since the Legion built a new 
joint here in town. It’s a stone building and is rather big, 
now that I think of it, I believe it used to be called the 
Travelers Hotel/* 

Brad nodded, 

“She’ll have a job fixing that place tip,” Marcella said. 
“Most of the windows have been broken. But I haven’t 
been up the River Road for about two months, maybe it’s 
been cleaned up by now/* 

Brad remembered the sultry, sexy voice. “Have you 
ever heard of this Mrs, Westbrook?” he asked. 

Marcella shook the shiny brown bun on the back of her 
neck, “Never have, boss/ 1 Why the hell did she always 
call him boss? “But this town has only a hundred thousand 
or so/ 1 she finished sarcastically. 

Brad shrugged into his coat, “Be seeing you,” he said. 

He went out the backdoor into the parking lot* His 
Thunderbird was parked in the slot marked Reserved , 
The Sleepwell plant employed about two hundred workers 
of which at least one-half were female. Next door, the 
workmen were hammering in rivets and laying brick for 
the new office building which would house the entire 
staff of Sleep well Mattresses, Inc,; now the office staff, with 
the exception of Marcella Jones and himself, was housed 
in a rented office building, down closer to the center of 
town. 

Besides running the factory and sales-department, he 
was also in charge of construction of this new building, 
which should be completed within a month—if construc¬ 
tion was on schedule. 
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He backed the Thunderbird, went south and found 
Main Street four blocks away, went out Main to Olive, 
turned right and found that Olive changed to River Road 
on the outskirts of Marystown. The day was warm, the 
California afternoon sun hot, but the mountains were 
clear to his right—the foothills of the High Sierras. The 
air made bis head feel better. 

He had been in California before, but only in Frisco 
and Los Angeles, and both trips had been alcoholic blurs; 
this central section of California was new to him. He 
slipped out of his coat, loosened his tie, and let the wind 
play with the sleeves of his white shirt. 

He found the Travelers Hotel and, as Marcella had 
said, it was big; it was a long rambling building made of 
native rock, flat-roofed in Mexican style. If the windows 
had been broken, they were not broken now. He went in 
through a big U drive to the parking area on the north 
end of the lot. Two Mexicans toiled on the lawns and in 
the flower beds mulching their new sprouts. A cement 
mixer chugged from behind the building and he heard 
somebody hammering inside the hotel. 

He parked beside a new Cadillac. The Cad was the 
only new car on the lot; the others, which Brad judged 
belonged to workers, were rather beat up. The Cad’s 
registration slip was cellopbaned to the visor and he 
glanced at it: Registered Owner, Janice Westbrook, Holly¬ 
wood, California. There was a blank where it said: Legal 
Owner. The car was paid for. 

He remembered the sexy, deep-throated voice. Odd, 
how strangely the tone had effected him; no other woman- 
voice had so stirred him. He had built a mental picture 
to fit that voice and he went over the details now, his 
blood stirring despite his hangover. 

She would be about five-two, weighing one-fifteen, and 
blonde. She would have a cute little face, a crinkly smile, 
full red lips, golden throat. Suddenly Brad decided to put 
on his coat. He checked his appearance in the wing-mirror. 
Satisfied, he went toward the front door, a huge double- 



THE MATTRESS GAME 17 

affair hung on heavy brass hinges. One hall of it was 
open. 

He entered a long, wide room with a flagstone floor* 
The baekbar mirrors had already been installed, complete 
with shelves, and workmen were putting the bar into 
place* The bar jutted out of the building like the base of 
a T* At the far end was another huge door which Brad 
guessed was a hall and probably ran to all the rooms in 
the crossbar of the T* 

A short, dark-haired man wearing a brown suit stood 
to one side of the door, watching the working-men, and 
Brad suddenly remembered it was Mrs * Janice Westbrook 
he had come to see, not Miss Janice Westbrook* 

“Where is Mrs. Westbrook?” he asked* 

The man gave him a steady gaze* He had a wide, hog¬ 
like face with thick lips and dull black eyes* Brad got the 
impression that he had just shaved, yet his jowls were 
blue with whiskers. 

“Mrs. Westbrook?” 

Brad felt irritation arise. He should not have come on 
this job; with a hangover like this* He should have sent 
one of his salesmen. 

“That’s the name,” he said* 

The thick lips moved, “And who wants to see her?” 

Again, a touch of anger; again, control* “Pm from 
Sleepwell Mattresses, Incorporated* Mrs* Westbrook called 
me a while ago in my office*” 

“Oh.” 

The dark-haired man returned his gaze to the working¬ 
men* Brad walked to the door, spat outside, came back. 
The man said, “Go through that door,” and jabbed a 
huge thumb toward the door which Brad had figured 
would lead to the hall. “Room Twelve.” 

Brad said cynically, “Thanks,” and added, “Sorry to 
bother you so much,” 

He walked quickly down the flag-stoned hall. The 
room in front of him was Twenty-one, The one on the 
right was Twenty-two. He decided Room Twelve would 
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be on his left. He was about to knock when the door 
opened suddenly. He felt foolish standing there with his 
right hand upraised and his face flushed, 

“Excuse me/" the woman who had opened the door, 
said with a smile. ‘"But 1 heard you coming,” She waved 
him inside, “I was at my desk,” 

The room was fairly large, Mrs, Westbrook’s walnut 
desk was at the far end under the window, A davenport 
was against the south wall, a bed against the north, and 
two file cabinets stood beside a desk. 

But Brad Smith wasn’t interested in the room’s furni¬ 
ture. Brad Smith was destroying a mental image. 

Janet Westbrook wasn’t blonde. She had jet-black hair, 
smooth and curved to her face in the latest fashion. Her 
skin was olive-colored and flawless. Her eyes were dark 
and sultry under pencilled brows. Her nose was just right 
for her lovely face. Her red lips parted, showing even 
white teeth. 

And she wasn’t five-two, either; she was about five-six 
and came nicely upward in her sheath dress of tight blue 
that complimented every curve in her body, adding accent 
to the right places. The dress was cut just low enough to 
show the beginning of the cleft between her breasts. Brad 
judged her to be about twenty-six. 

He glanced at her left hand. The wedding ring was a 
wide gold band, simple in design. Brad wondered where 
Mr. Westbrook was. Surely Mr, Westbrook wasn’t that 
human ape who had stood in the bar wearing the brown 
suit? But a man could never tell, ** 

“Sit down, Mr. Smith,” 

Brad sat on an arm chair, Janice sat on the bed, her 
legs dose together, knees covered. She had beautiful 
ankles and small feet. 

“Would you like a drink?” 

Brad would have liked only one thing better—Mrs, 
Janice Westbrook, “Bourbon high, if you have it” 

She went to the door, her slim hips swaying slightly. 
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She stuck her head out and said, “Whitey, one bourbon 
high.” 

A deep voice rumbled, “You want anything?” 

“No.” 

“Co rnin ' up.” 

Janice returned to the bed and sat down again, knees 
dose together again. She sighed. “Qur opening night is 
advertised as next Saturday. If I remember right, this is 
Tuesday.” 

“Tuesday,” Brad agreed gravely. “All day.” 

“I do hope I make it,” Janice said slowly. “Now, about 
these mattresses and mnersprings—All the beds are 
doubles, like this one Fm sitting on.” 

Brad looked at the bedstead. It was made of oak and 
very sturdy. It looked to him like the kind of furniture 
that some plant had made on order, extra heavy but 
standard double-bed size. 

He dug a tape out of Ms coat pocket. Carefully he 
measured the width of the mattresses now on the bed. 
To measure the length, the woman would have to move. 
She did not get up, instead she swung her legs up and lay 
full-length on the bed. Brad glimpsed a section of sun¬ 
tanned brown thighs. His shirt stuck to his back, despite 
the coolness of the room. 

He had difficulty reading the tape, so he pushed it back 
into its case and sat down. He took a notebook from his 
pocket and jotted down the numbers. 

Janice sat down again, knees compressed. “Do you have 
a mattress that will fit it? I t hink it is standard size, or 
is it?” 

“Honestly, I don't know.” 

Brad saw her frown slightly. 

“I just got out of college.” he said, not explaining that 
he'd been kicked out. “I arrived here yesterday to run 
tMs plant. Fm new to this mattress business. May I use 
your phone?” 

“Yes. IFs over there on my desk.” 

He had just stuck his finger into dial when the door 



20 


THE MATTRESS GAME 


suddenly opened. He had expected it to be Whitey 
coming in with the booze. Instead, two young women 
entered. 

Brad tried not to stare. 

They were beauties. Both wore shorts; the exquisite 
red-head wore white shorts, the striking brunette wore 
blue shorts. They had plenty of upper dimensions. These 
striking points were encased in thin, revealing bras. 

Brad saw two sets of smooth, trim thighs. He saw two 
slim waists. But his gaze kept returning to the bulging 
bras. 

The red-head cooed, “May we use your Cadillac, 
Janice?” 

She smiled at Brad. Brad smiled back. The brunette 
smiled at Brad. Brad smiled at the brunette. 

Everybody overflowed with happiness. Everybody was 
in high glee . . . except Janice Westbrook. Janice West¬ 
brook was scowling, 

“Where are you two going?” she asked shortly. 

The brunette bubbled, “To town, honey.” 

“We’re going to do some shopping,” the red-head mur¬ 
mured. 

“You’re not going to Marystown in those clothes!” 
Janice Westbrook spoke like a mother scolding two 
errant daughters. “You change to something decent and 
you can have the car for two hours,” 

“Well change, darling,” the red-head purred. 

Then they were gone. 

The telephone squawked, “This is Information, sir.” 

Brad hung up and dialed correctly this time, Marcella 
called Joe, the back-shop foreman. Brad stated the bed’s 
dimension. “Standard size,” Joe said curtly. “We got a 
warehouse full of mattresses and springs,” He hung up. 
Evidently Joe was disgusted with the stupidity of his boss. 

“Standard size,” Brad repeated. He took an order pad 
from his coat pocket. “Twenty-four mattresses and 
twenty-four mnersprings, all standard size?” 
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“Twenty-four,” Janice affirmed. Slie smiled. “With 
the usual hotel discount of course?” 

“Of course/* 

Whitey shuffled in with Brad's drink:. He turned out to 
be the human ape that Brad had talked to in the saloon. 
Whitey put the glass on the end-table, looked at Brad 
for a second, red eyes shriveling in moist sockets, and 
then lumbered out. One thing about Whitey, Brad thought, 
he wasn't the talkative type, always running off at the 
mouth, with verbal diarrhea. 

Brad’s glass trembled as he raised it. He always felt 
shaky when he had a hangover. The only cure was about 
twelve hours of good sleep. The drink tasted just right 
and went down like a hot rivet. 

“Well,” he said, rising, “guess this little boy has to go,” 
He smiled at Janice. “You have quite a building project 
here. Fve got one running myself.” 

“Oh?” 

“SJeepwell is building a new office building down in 
town, next door to the factory, Fm in charge of construc¬ 
tion, according to the old man.” 

“The old man?** 

“My father. He owns Sleepwell,” 

Janice nodded, “You’ll call me back? Or should I drop 
into your office?” She nibbled her luscious bottom lip, 
“I would like the mattresses today, though. Oh, everything 
is in such a rush! And there is only one me!” 

“Fll get my secretary to figure it up and I’ll call you 
back right after I reach my office. If the price is right 
with you I’ll get my foreman on the job and get the stuff 
out this afternoon. Okay?” 

“Splendid!” 

Brad looked into her jet-black eyes. He wanted to hear 
that sexy voice just once more. The blood pounded in his 
ears, 

“I hope our merchandise will be satisfactory,” 

“Fm sure it will be. It is a good brand merchandise and 
all brand merchandise is satisfactory,” 
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Brad thought. So she's fallen for that line of bull . 
“Goodby, Mrs. Westbrook.” The thought came again: 
Where was Mr, Westbrook? 

He went to his Thunderbird. Janice walked to the win¬ 
dow. She heard Whitey's ponderous tread come down the 
hailway, turn and enter the room. She did not look around* 

“Who t'hell was that buck, Janice?” 

“What difference does it make to you?” 

He put a huge hand on her shoulder, and turned her 
roughly. “Don't get tough with me! Who was he?” 

Anger flashed sparks in her dark eyes. “Just who do 
you think you are?” She batted angrily at his hand. Her 
palm hit his wrist but it was like hitting the base of an 
axe-handle with the axe buried deep in oak. She said, 
“Your fingers, Whitey, They hurt me.” 

He let his hand drop, 

“He’s Brad Smith. I phoned him. His father owns 
Sleep well Mattresses.” 

Whitey blinked. “He’s got money.” 

“Money? Hell, he can roll in it and then bum his bed— 
and not miss a thousand or sol” 

Whitey blinked again. 
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Brad Smith drove back to Marys town thinking that the 
Travelers Hotel would be an ideal setting for a red-light 
house. That is* if the local gendarmes, including the 
sheriff, and the D. A, were willing and had their palms 
greased properly with the right kind of grease. His 
memory fiicked back to Janice Westbrook's bedroom and 
the blonde and the red-head who’d come in to borrow 
her Cadillac, 

Walking dolls, the two of them, and about the right age, 
too. And as for Janice Westbrook herself, . * . For some 
reason Brad didn’t like to imagine her as a madam. He 
tried to switch his thoughts to other matters, found he had 
interest in nothing except the desire for another drink; he 
tried to analyze himself in relation to becoming an alco¬ 
holic, and gave up on that—only time would tell. Once 
again the red-head, the blonde and svelte Janice West¬ 
brook filled his thoughts. He grinned. The old man had 
told him to keep his mind on business, not females. Well, 
this was business—he had just sold two dozen mattresses 
and iimersprings, had he not? 

23 
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He decided to stop in at the Country Club and refresh 
himself at the scene of last night’s drunk, A few stiffs, all 
bleary-eyed, sat at the bar, but he knew none of them, 
and nobody was at the tables—it was too early in the day. 
He remembered the bartender for the dayshift, though. 
Some tiring like Mack or Matt. He tried Matt 
“Bourbon high, Matt*’ 

“Mack,” the barkeeper corrected. 

Brad rubbed the palm of his hand over his sweaty fore¬ 
head. He wondered if his sweat smelled of booze. The 
swinging doors leading to the kitchen opened and a young 
woman wearing a blue nylon uniform came out to talk 
to the bartender. She ran an impersonal gaze down the 
customers, apparently recognized none of them, let her 
eyes rest for a moment on Brad, then started to talk to 
Mack. 

Brad had noticed that her eyes were deep hazel A 
white little cap sat on her red hair which, he judged, was 
not tinted and had a natural curl. She was young, about 
nineteen, he decided, and she had nice hips which the 
nylon uniform hugged lovingly. He could not see her 
legs and ankles unless he leaned over the bar. 

He could not hear their conversation dearly but he 
did hear Mack call her Hazel 

After a few minutes, she walked back into the kitchen. 
Brad got a side-view of her face in the mirror. He saw a 
firm little chin, rather high cheekbones, and a strong, but 
not large, nose. Then the doors opened, swung shut, and 
she was in the kitchen, and below the doors he could see 
her legs and ankles for a moment. They were trim, cute, 
and just right, 

“You’re woman crazy/’ the old man had said. “Some¬ 
day you’ll find one that has something between her legs 
and also" something upstairs, and you’ll be a fool not to 
jump at her. But you been running around with loose 
women for so long you’ll probably louse it up like you’ve 
loused up everything else you’ve tried,” 

Brad killed Ms drink. Well, he thought, I guess the old 
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man is right, but maybe on the first point only—Tm a 
girl-chaser. And he wondered about the second point. 

He had never gone overboard for a woman in his life. 
He killed another drink. It seemed as if he couldn't get 
the whiskey down fast enough, 

“Another of the same. Mack, Can I use your phone?” 
Mack dug the phone out from under the bar. “Local 
calls only,” he warned. 

“Call to Tokyo/ 1 Brad grinned and dialed his office* 
Marcella asked, “Where are you?” 

“What difference does it make?” 

“My, the boss snaps, too. It makes no difference to me, 
Ugly, But your father just called from Chicago/* 

“How Jong ago?” 

A pause, then, “About ten minutes ago/’ 

“What did you tell him?” 

“I said you were out tying up a big deal. Two dozen 
mattresses and innersprings/* 

“What did he say?” 

“Nothing, Just that he’d call back later on/* 

Brad frowned. That meant he would have to spend the 
rest of the day close to that small stinking office, “I swung 
the Travelers Hotel deal,” he said. “Run an invoice on 
the total cost, take off hotel deductions, call Mrs, West¬ 
brook, get her okay, and then get Joe Hancock right on 
it—I promised delivery today/* 

“I thought maybe you’d want to talk to her yourself/’ 
His voice tightened, “Why me?” 

He heard her laugh quietly. “Just ribbing you, boss* I’ll 
get right on it. You coming in again today?** 

“Might. . ♦ and might not/* 

“Kill a screwdriver for me.” She hung up. 

Brad shoved the phone back to Mack. “Women/ 1 he 
said sourly. 

Mack said nothing. He put the phone back under the 
counter. Brad finished his drink, then downed two more. 
By this time, various business men were filing in, he'd 
met a few of them last night, and one drink called for 
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another. Time didn’t march; it knocked off a world record 
for distance running. The phone rang, giving a muted 
sound, and Mack answered. 

He held his hand over the mouth-piece, “Mr, Brad 
Smith?” He looked at Brad who shook his head. “He’s 
not here,” Mack said into the phone. “No, he left about 
two hours ago,” 

Brad had been talking with the fellow who ran an 
auto-parts shop and he noticed somebody move onto the 
stool next to him. The backbar mirror told him it was the 
ambling ape, Whitey, from the Travelers Hotel. Their eyes 
met in the mirror, 

“Howdy, Mr. Smith,” rambled Whitey. 

Brad thought, Janice Westbrook has given him my 
name, and he said, “Hello, Whitey. Can I buy you a 
drink?” 

“Vodka,” Whitey told Mack, “Easy on the Vitamin A.” 

Brad grinned inwardly. Vitamin A, instead of vitamin 
C? “A little learning is a dangerous thing,” Alexander 
Pope had said. Maybe he had met people like Whitey, 

“Mattresses come?” Brad asked. 

“lust delivered,” Whitey said. “One reason I got out 
Never did have much fun in rasslin 5 with a mattress.” 

“You have the muscles.” 

“Just like tryin’ to pick up a drank fat woman,” Whitey 
rumbled on. “You grab her here and the fat oozes to 
somewhere else and your hands slip, so you grab her 
where the fat is and you slip again, because the fat is 
somewhere else. Ever try to get a fat woman in a bed 
when she was dead drank?” 

“Don’t like fat ones,” Brad said, 

“You got to get both arms around their fat bellies,” 
Whitey said. “Lug them like you’d tote a sackful of spuds. 
Drink, Mr. Smith?” 

“Thanks,” Brad said. 

Couples were dribbling in for dinner. Brad thought 
about eating and could see no sense in it, it would spoil 
his glow. The little red-headed waitress floated between the 
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kitchen and the tables* Once Brad asked her if she’d have 
a drink, 

“Please.” Her smile was a dim thing, ‘Tm working* 
Some other time,” 

Brad returned to his stool, feeling odd inside. Mack 
gave him a hard, tough glance. The thought came to Brad 
that maybe she was Mack’s personal property* 

“Yours?” Brad asked. 

Mack shook his head. He said nothing.. He moved 
down to the other end of the bar which was now filled. 
He went off shift and the six-to-two bartender came on, 
a skinny guy named Hank. Whitey had left hours ago* 
One of Brad’s salesmen, a man named Ike or something 
like that, came out of the fog and slid onto the seat. He 
said, “Howdy, boss,” 

“Howdy, Bill" 

“Ike, not Bill” 

“Howdy, Ike,” 

“Drink, boss?” 

“Bourbon high,” 

“Whiskey sour,” Ike said. 

The little red-headed waitress floated by again* “Who’s 
she?” Brad asked his salesman. 

“The waitress,” 

“I know that. What’s her name?” 

“I don’t know. How fhell would 1 know?” Ike said 
“What’s her name. Hank?” 

“Who’s name?” 

“The red-headed waitress.” 

Hank said, “Hazel.” 

Brad looked up, “She got a last name?” 

“Damned if Fd know what it is,” Hank answered. He 
grinned. “Want me to ask her?” 

“Let it ride,” Brad said, “It’s of no consequence,” 

Ike seemed restless. “I made a good commission today* 
You got your wagon, boss?” 

“Outside,” 

“My wife’s got my car,” Eke said. “I know a couple of 
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females. Good lookers, too, and they’ll trot. A little booze, 
a little lovin’— they’ve got an apartment and we’d be set 
for the night/’ 

Brad needed a woman like be needed another leg. He 
couldn’t take off his shirt in front of anyone for a day or 
so, Marcella had clawed him down the back. She had 
been just like a wildcat in bed. 

“Lead us to the girls,” he said, 

“They’re down in Richmond/’ Ike said. “About fifty 
miles from here.” 

Brad slid off the stool. “The roads are good. California’s 
got good roads. Best roads in the Union.” 

“You owe me for two rounds,” Mack said. 

Brad dug out five bucks. “Keep the change.” 

He and Ike went to the Thunderbird. The daylight had 
changed into intense darkness. It made Brad feel dizzy. 

Ike said, “Maybe Vd better drive.” 

Brad stumbled over something. “Hell, I’m not drunk.” 

“Okay, you drive,” 

Brad looked back to see what he’d tripped over. There 
was nothing there except smooth black-top. 

“You’d better drive,” he admitted, “You know the 
road.” 

“We need some booze/’ Ike reminded him. 

“Liquor store down the street. We’d better stock up. 
These girls probably know which end of a bottle to lift.” 

Brad dug in his pocket and came out with a handful 
of bills. He remembered cashing a hundred dollar check 
back at the Country Qub. The old man had sworn to cut 
down on him. “From now on you get only the eight hun¬ 
dred dollars each month and you earn that as plant man¬ 
ager.” 

Hell, if things got bad the old man would kick through 
with a grand or so—he always had in the past. 

“I got some money/’ Ike said. 

“Hell, man, you work for your dough. You got a wife 
and kids. Take this.” 
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Ike peeled off what looked like two tens. “This is 
enough.” 

Brad dozed in the car. Ike came out with a sack that 
made a jingle like glass; he got behind the wheel, and they 
slipped away from the curb. They made another bar on 
the edge of Richmond. Ike called the girls from there. He 
came back with his face on fire. “They’re ready to trot 
.. . and how,” he said. “Kill your booze and we’ll travel.” 

They barged into the apartment laden with bottles. One 
female was named Marge and the other Marian—and 
Brad never did get the names—-and faces and forms—in 
their right order. Ike fell into Marian’s arms. After neces¬ 
sary preliminaries, Brad fell into Marge’s arms. 

“His old man owns the company 1 work for,” Ike ex¬ 
plained. “Mr. Smith Senior has nine jillion bucks and he’s 
the only kid.” 

Marge smiled. She had brown hair, a good suntan and 
a beautiful figure. Her ardor now increased. 

Brad remembered a few night clubs, acres of bare flesh 
dancing, and when he woke up somebody was in bed with 
him. He looked at the woman sleeping beside him. Was it 
Marian or Marge? He judged it to be Marian. 

His head swam and the blood surged slowly through his 
arteries. His mouth tasted like he’d slept with it wide open 
and a dog had trotted by. Yesterday’s hangover had been 
a mild prelude to this one. There was only one thing to do; 
one way to evade a hangover. Get drunk again. 

His right arm flopped over the edge of the bed and 
made explorations, but found nothing that had a neck on 
it. From an adjoining room he heard loud snoring. Ike 
and Marian—or was it Marge?—were bedded down in the 
adjoining crib. 

The girl beside him stirred. “What’s the matter?” 

“No booze.” 

“In the fridge.” 

“But where is the refrigerator?” 

“In the kitchen, of course." 

Brad looked at the girl. He dimly remembered going 
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to bed. He had tried to undress her but the zipper wouldn't 
unzip. The zipper, if he remembered right, had been in 
the back of her dress. During the process they had 
stumbled over something and she had landed on the floor 
on her belly and he had unzipped her there. He had begun 
to make advances, but he had fallen asleep in the process, 

“Marian,” he began. 

“Marge,” she corrected, and snuggled closer. She was 
in the raw. “I want to put my head on your arm,” 

He saw to it that her pretty head got on his arm. She 
doubled and he felt her soft knees touch his thigh. Her 
flesh was warm and suddenly sparks shot through Brad, 
kindling his desire. His thighs grew damp and his skin 
became clammy. He put his arm around her slim waist 
and she came to him gladly, her mouth seeking his 
hungrily. 

His fingers played along her spine. One, two, three— 
then a pause, and he felt her wriggle against him. One, 
two—then a pause, and three, and now her tongue be¬ 
longed to a pirate—a bolding, demanding raider, raiding 
In, raiding out, demanding attention. He pushed her gently 
on her back, putting his weight against her, his blood 
roaring in his ears. 

Forgotten was his hangover. His only thoughts were 
concerned with this warm, yielding woman who desired 
him. He felt her soft contours press up against him, and 
still their lips held. She panted softly, fingers on his back, 
nails gently touching him. 

Later on when passion held full power, those red- 
nailed claws would want to rake, to pull, to scratch, and 
he would have to watch that. He already bore the marks 
that a wildcat had made on Mm. 

“Brad. . , ” 

“Yes, Marge?” He had almost said Marian, 

“You do—love me, don’t you?” 

“Yes, I love you.” Yes, teU that to all of them at a time 
like this* To Marcella, to the others—the many he had 
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forgotten, whose memory had even ceased to exist “I 
love you. Marge.” 

“And you'll come back. Brad?” 

Come back, five million bucks! 

“Don’t talk so foolishly. Marge.” 

“It’s not foolish. I love you, Brad,” 

And all the time she moved against him, demanding, 
wanting, asking—compelling. Five million bucks! Hell, 
Til settle for just one million—one lousy, stinking, little 
million. . . . 

“Brad, darling. Brad, do you want me—now?” 

He did. 

He showed her he did 
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Marcella said, "You look like the wrath of God, boss!” 

Brad sank into his chair. He reeked of gin, wine, vodka, 
beer and woman. "Go to hell,” he said sourly. 

“Such a way to talk to your secretary,” Marcella com¬ 
plained good-naturedly, and then asked with a husky 
laugh, “Was she blonde, red-headed, black-haired or 
blue-haired?” 

“Deep sea blue,” 

Marcella sat down across from him, crossing her legs. 
She had nice knees, pretty calves, trim ankles, but Brad 
right then was feeling little desire for knees, calves and 
ankles. He belched suddenly. “Sorry,” he said to her. 

She leaned back from the foul whiskey breath that came 
at her and said, “You’ve had your morning shot, I take it” 

“You’re a wit,” Brad remarked sarcastically. 

“It might interest you to know,” Marcella noted, “that 
your father called you six times. I tried every bar in town 
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before I called him back and told him I didn’t know 
where you were.” 

Brad was hardly listening to her. He felt like he wanted 
to vomit. The office walls seemed to be closing in on him . 
His head was hot and throbbing. He turned to her and 
asked, almost pleading, “Listen, you can handle the office, 
can’t you?” 

“Oh, sure,” she sneered. Her hand went out to his 
littered desk. “The desk is covered with things needing 
your signature, the auditor’s office called twice yesterday 
afternoon, and— 95 

“The auditor?” Brad exclaimed, interrupting her* 

“Yes, old Peterson, He has some checks for you to 
sign. There on your desk. It’s money due the contractors* 
Those people didn’t get paid yesterday because checks 
lacked your signature.” 

“Hope none of them starved to death over night.” 

Marcella chewed her pencil. Her eyes soberly studied 
her boss. She seemed to be debating whether or not to 
speak her mind. Finally she asked, “Would you get angry 
if I told you something. Brad?” 

He shrugged, “Shoot.” 

“These people who are to get those checks have to work 
for a living. They have to feed their families, clothe them, 
pay installments on their cars and on a million other 
things.” She laughed harshly. “But I guess you’ve had aU 
the money you’ve ever wanted so you don’t know about 
such things.” 

Brad nodded self-consciously. “Fm not a bastard alto¬ 
gether,” he answered, 

“You’re not sore, are you. Brad?” She put a hand on 
his arm, “Are you?” 

“I’m feeling too sick for that,” he said, adding, “What 
else have you got to say?” 

“Why don’t you sign the checks right now? I’ll get them 
over to the auditor for distribution. Has your father told 
you about our office procedure on checks? Each check 
has to have two signatures—yours and Peterson’s.” She 
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fished among the papers on his desk and came up with 
the checks, “Here they are, Brad,” 

Brad's hand was not too steady but he signed the checks 
without reading who they were for or how much they 
covered. He put aside his pen, 

“Boy, am I hung-over,” he said weakly. 

“Why don't you go over to my apartment and sleep? K 
your father calls FU say you've gone to Frisco on busi¬ 
ness/' 

Brad wanted a few hours of rest hut he didn’t want to 
go to her apartment for it. He knew Marcella would show 
up soon after to share the bed with him. He didn't want 
her or any other woman. The stretch with Marge would 
last him for awhile, Jesus, but she was a wild one. He 
yawned, feeling tired ah over. Maybe he would go to Mar¬ 
cella’s place, after ah. 

“Okay,” he said. “Let me have your key.” 

She gave him her apartment key. Her hand closed over 
his and she said quietly, “Brad, I want to say something 
to you.” 

He stared at her thinking, now what? 

“I’m awful sorry about what we did the night before 
last. I’ve never behaved that way with a man before. I’m 
not claiming I was a virgin, or anything like that, Brad,” 
she said, her face coloring a pretty pink, “but Fve always 
been in love or had some feeling for the man,” She left 
the desk to stand by the window. “I was so ashamed of 
myself afterward,” 

Brad stared in astonishment. What was wrong with her, 
anyway? A man and woman get tight and hit the sack. 
Everybody did it. Brad continued to stare. Was she bom 
yesterday, or what? 

“It won’t happen again,” she said, voice distant. 

Brad remained silent, figuring he’d let her run down. 
He was in no mood to quarrel with her or anyone else, 

“I even thought of quitting,” she remarked. 

“Why?” 
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“Because I felt cheap and I thought you’d think me 
cheap, too.” 

He crossed the room, her brown eyes watching him 
He rubbed her head, and then kissed her lightly on the 
lips. 

“I’m sorry, Marcella,” he said. “I didn’t know you felt 
that way about it. It won’t happen again.” Brad looked 
at his watch. “Guess I’ll take off, honey. He had already 
changed his mind about staying at Marcella’s apartment 

“I hope you didn’t mind what I said, Brad.” 

Of course not, he said and at the same time gave 
back her key. “You better have this, Marcella. I’m going 
for a drive in the country.” He walked out of the office. 

Outside on the parking lot, he shrugged, spread his 
hands, and wondered just exactly what was wrong with 
Marcella. She had been pretty swacked, all right. He got 
the strange feeling there was something queer going on 
with her, but he wasn’t going to torment his aching head 
asking himself questions about a fickle woman. 

He needed a drink. 

Brad paused to count the money in his wallet. Little 
over twenty bucks. He wondered if the old man would 
carry out that threat to force him to live on a lousy eight- 
hundred-bucks-a-month salary. 

He doubted if he could make it on eight hundred. He 
paid one-fifty for his apartment at Southward Arms. That 
left six-fifty. Booze cost money. On the other hand, the 
Thunderbird was clear. He’d paid cash—or rather, the 
old man had paid cash for it. Brad owed no money. Still, 
booze and females come high. He’d pooped off almost a 
hundred the night before. 

Thinking back through the swirl of events of last night. 
Brad dimly remembered footing most of the bills; but that’ 
he figured, was the right thing to do because Ike was only 
a salesman. He lived on a salesman’s salary and commis¬ 
sions, and with a wife and three kids to support, Ike had 
to hold on to his dough. 

Brad thought of going to the Country Club, but he then 
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realized he’d find the joint empty except for him and 
Mack and Mack wasn’t the talking kind, so he decided 
on the new Travelers Hotel, It didn’t take him long be- 
fore he arrived at the hotel Brad parked the car and went 
inside. He saw WMtey, the bartender, Whitey’s ox-big 
eyes rolled in Ms direction and then looked away. Brad’s 
bloodshot eyes stared at WMtey. He asked, "Is Mrs, 
Westbrook around?” 

Whitey was watching a workman climb a ladder to 
hang up a light fixture. He didn’t answer. Brad thought it 
would be another one of those you-wear-me-out-and-FU- 
wear-you-out-deals, This time he didn’t walk to the door 
and spit outside. Brad watched the sweep hand on Ms 
wristwatch. 

Finally Whitey noticed him and asked, "What t’hell 
you doin’?” 

"Timing you. You’ve been a minute and forty-six 
seconds so far.” 

Whitey snarled, "She’s in Room Twelve,” 

“Thanks.” 

This time she didn’t hear him coming. He knocked 
and her sexy-heavy voice said, "Who’s there?” 

“Brad Smith,” 

“Just a moment.” 

Her voice sent little fingers playing up Ms back. He 
breathed deeply and flexed his muscles. 

He thought of Marcella and Margie—or Marian, or 
whatever her name had been, and they paled into insignif¬ 
icance against tMs glamorous, beautiful, black-haired ani¬ 
mal. 

You walk into a joint with a dame like her on your arm 
and eyes both male and female would seek her out im¬ 
mediately, He’d have to concentrate all Ms energies on 
tMs woman. Brad hoped she’d not be too hard to roll over. 
He hadn’t found one yet who had been. 

Her Mgh heels spiking back and forth inside came to 
him. The door opened and he said, staring at her, a grin 
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across his Bps, “I have bo flowers* Didn't know I was 
dropping in. Just happened to drive by, 11 

Her dark eyes for a moment studied his face seriously* 
'‘Oh, you're joking,” she said with a laugh* Brad liked 
the way her eyes glistened. “Come in, Mr, Smith,” She 
held the door wide open for him, “I didn’t hear you drive 
up,” she said as he entered* 

Brad laughed* “Whitey did, though. He’s stationed as 
solidly as the Statue of Liberty out there, I hated to 
disturb his train of thought* That is, if he has any* He 
wouldn't give a man the time of the day*” 

“I should fire him,” she said* 

His brows rose* “Is he working for you?” 

“He knows a little bit about construction* My husband 
knew him well—they were friends,” 

“Knew him?” 

“My husband passed away about seven months ago,” 
Her eyes lifted to him* “Would you like a drink?” 

Oh, oh, so Mr. Westbrook was gone, .. * 

“111 take that drink,” Brad said* 

She picked up the house phone and called the bar. “One 
bourbon high, Whitey*” 

“Thanks for remembering,” Brad said* 

Whitey waddled in with the booze, and put it on a 
nearby desk. Whitey gave Brad a quick once-over and 
left the room* Brad found himself wondering what con¬ 
nection existed between this ambling chimpanzee and 
Janice Westbrook, Was it anything more than boss and 
employee, 

Janice’s dark eyes probed his* “I know it is none of my 
business, but you’ve been drinking, haven’t you, Brad?” 
“A little,” 

“Maybe a ride in the country would do you good? Or 
do you have to work?” 

“The work can wait.” 

“Fm tired of working, too. Let’s drive out somewhere 
and have lunch together?” 

“Suits me,” 
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They crossed the bar floor and dining room, Whitey 
did not move from where he stood at the bar. Brad 
walked alongside Janice feeling Whi ley’s heavy eyes fol¬ 
lowing after in the mirror. He got a cold feeling along Ms 
spine, as though he was trespassing on private property. 

“Thunderbird or Cad?” he asked. 

“I’ll drive,” she said. ‘-You can lie back and rest. That 
is, if it's okay with you?” 

Brad shrugged. “Okay with me.” 

The Cad took the highway north into the mountains, 
following the river. Brad leaned back and closed his eyes 
just enough to make a pretense of resting but his eyes 
were on her knees and thighs. He was thinking about her. 
She undoubtedly had money. Cad paid for, purchase of 
the Travelers Hotel, all the remodeling. Then he wondered 
about her as a woman. Hell, he knew nothing about her 
except she had aO the possibilities, from external appear¬ 
ances, at least, of being competent on a Sleepwell; still, a 
man could never tell by outward appearance alone. He 
wasn’t so old but he’d learned that much. 

She talked about irrelevant matters. Costs of construc¬ 
tion, laziness of the workers, and the beauty of the river. 
She parked close to the river once and they walked down 
to the rocks jutting out on a sandbar. She took off her 
shoes and hose and put her feet in the cold water, 

“This would be a good place to go swimming*” she 
said. “I wish Fd brought my suit.” 

Brad had a vision of her in a bikini. High, proud breasts* 
flat stomach, arching hips, smooth thighs. He also wished 
she’d brought her suit but he said nothing except, “Let’s 
come out here some day and go swimming?” 

“Fd love it.” 

They had lunch in Silverville beside the roaring, foam- 
flecked Feather River. Brad found himself hungry and 
she nibbled on a sandwich. He said, “Your figure?” 

“My figure,” she assured, 

“You don’t hit the booze?” 

“Occasionally a highball,” she said, smiling prettily, 
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“but seldom more than one* Oh, I have nothing against 
drinking, except perhaps when one drinks to excess—but 
I guess in a single man with no family responsibilities 
that is his own business. Pm not intruding, Brad, please*’* 

“I know you’re not, Janice.” 

“Pve seen booze destroy some good men,” she said 
quietly, “and some good women, too.” 

Brad said, “Pll get over it.” 

She made no reply. She wore a low-cut black sheath 
dress and Brad could see the luring enclosure of her 
breasts just enough to know they would be youthful, firm, 
and responsive. He felt a catch in his throat and his pulse 
quickened, and yet all the time a warning said, “Take this 
easy, you fool. This is no pushover,” 

When Brad paid for the lunch he realized he had little 
money. Well, Mack at the Country Club would take a 
check on the company and, although the check would also 
need old Peterson’s signature, he’d fight it out with Peter¬ 
son. Fight? Hell, Peterson worked for him. 

Brad said, “I feel like I’ve been re-admitted into the 
human race, Janice.” 

“Would you like a drink?” 

The question seemed casual but Brad detected some¬ 
thing under it. He wanted a drink but he said, “Not now.” 

Her black eyes touched his. 

They spent the day loafing around the country. She was 
a quiet woman who apparently spoke little and when she 
did talk it was on a matter of small consequence. Brad 
did not understand her and he let his thoughts dwell on 
her for but a short time, for he was very tired. Every 
pore in his body demanded sleep and more sleep. He tried 
to think back to what night he’d last had a good night of 
sleep. He couldn’t remember. He’d been taking aboard 
too much booze, that was his trouble; everything was hazy. 

He lay back in the seat. He must have gone to sleep 
because when he awoke the Cad was parked in high 
eucalyptus trees and she was down along a creek, sitting 
on a rock, and the sun had dropped rather low* 
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He called out, “Hello, Janice.* 1 

She left the boulder, smoothing her dress until it clung 
to her thighs in clear outline, and she came toward him, 
and again her beauty struck him. Her slow smile was a 
thing of loveliness. 

“I thought Fd let you sleep/ 9 

“I sure must’ve passed out;* 1 

When she slid behind the wheel she showed a patch of 
tantalizing tanned thigh. “Shall we go back now? 1 * 

“Let’s have dinner together somewhere.** 

She smiled* “I*d love it. Brad.* 1 

They went to the Country Club. Most of the men 
present had their wives with them and Brad caught short, 
envious glances. Hazel was their waitress. Hazel did not 
look as beautiful as she had yesterday. Brad realized that 
enough booze could make the lead-witch look beautiful 
on Halloween. 

He was almost out of dough. He made a pretense of 
going to the John and he caught Hank, the night bartender, 
at the end of the bar. “You cash a check for me. Hank? 11 

Hank washed glasses. “Can’t be more than fifty bucks, 
Brad. House rules, not mine.” 

Brad went to the John where he wrote out the check 
on a company check-book. He'd call Peterson in the 
morning and tell him about the check. Hank slipped him 
two twenties and a ten. Brad shoved the bills In his pocket. 
“Thanks.” 

He and Janice danced. She was a good dancer, lithe 
and graceful; Brad was good, too, but not tonight* His 
steps slowed and she murmured, “Brad, darling, do Janice 
a favor?” 

“Where's the river? 1*11 swim it for you.” 

She smiled softly. For a moment she blended against 
him and he felt the soft promise of her magnificent young 
body. He swallowed. 

“There*s no river, Brad, The thing is called sleep, you 
know. Will you go home-—right after this dance—and get 
a good night of sleep?** 
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He smiled. “For you, yes, Mama*” 

“After this dance, we leave—and yon promise to go 
straight home to bed?” 

Brad almost said, *Td rather sleep in your bed,” but 
he did not, for this did not seem to be the right place or 
the right time* She drove to her hotel, and let him out 
He made no effort to kiss her goodnight. Brad got in his 
Thunderbird and drove straight to his apartment. 

She was undressing when the knock came on her door. 
‘*Who is It?” she called, knowing all the time who it was, 

“Whitey* Let me in.” 

*Tm tired. I’m going to bed* Ill see you in the morning.” 

“Tonight*” 

The doorknob turned* Weight sagged against the thick 
door. She shrugged, unlocked it, and Whitey ambled in, 
His eyes ran over her and he licked his lips. 

She had slid out of the tight sheath dress* She wore 
only a bra and black panties trimmed in black lace* Her 
skin was tanned, creamy and smooth. His bovine tongue 
came out and licked his sandwich-thick lips again. 

“How*d you get along?” . > 

“All right. The mother role,” 

“You—did it with him?” 

Anger touched her dark eyes, sending sparks* “You 
damn fool! No, I didn’t do it! Now will you go, please?” 

But he didn’t leave. He moved ponderously forward 
and put his hands on her shoulders. The touch of her 
flesh drove him into action. One swing, she was in his 
arms; two steps, the bed, and she lay on it, glaring up at 
him—anger in her eyes but also something else, something 
akin to fear. 

“It’s been a long time, Janice.” 

She said, “Not now, Whltey.” 

But there was no stopping him* He was a rutting 
animal, nosing in a bog of passion* At first she was cold 
and then desire hit her. She clawed his back, she bit his 
neck, and the new SleepweU served its purpose. The acme 
was reached, the passion fell back, and sanity held them. 
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“He touch you—or any man touch you—and I’ll kill 
him, and you, too, and by God, don’t ever forget that!” 
The heat was gone. 

The passion was dead, dead—fear was back in her, 
chilling her heart. 

She trembled. 
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Marcella said, “For you* boss,” 

Brad took the phone. “Mr. Smith* Sleepwell Mattresses* 
Inc.” 

“This is Mr. Peterson’s secretary. Mr. Peterson has a 
matter to talk over with you* Mr. Smith. Are you free to 
talk to him?” 

Brad glanced at the wall-clock. Ten after eleven, and 
already the bank had called—the Country Club must have 
deposited his check last night in the all-night depository 
at the bank. 

Brad sighed, “Okay, put him on* Miss Williams.” Maybe 
it wasn’t about the check; but it was. 

For a fat man, Peterson had a crisp thin voice, “The 
bank has called my attention to a check issued on the 
Company’s check-blank and payable to the Country Club 
in an amount of fifty dollars. This checks does not bear 
my signature but bears only yours* Mr. Smith.” 

Brad explained, 

Peterson listened without interrupting and there was a 
short pause and then, “Pm sorry, Mr, Smith, but your 
father’s orders cannot be violated. And because the check 
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is not concerned with Company business, I must refuse 
to add my signature to it” 

Brad had expected that, “I haven’t the personal money 
to cover it,” he said. “If I’d had the money I’d never have 
written it.” 

“It will do no good for me to add my signature,” Peter¬ 
son explained in his crimpy voice. “Tbe check would fi¬ 
nally land for final audit in the Chicago office, fail to pass, 
and would be returned—and then your father would have 
me implicated in the deal.” 

Brad knew Mr. Peterson was right. He could do nothing 
but wearily say, “Send it back to the bank and I’ll try 
to square it at the Country Club. They might hold it off 
until payday and I’ll buy it back.” 

“Your first paycheck will be a week from this next 
Saturday, you know. The Company pays executives on 
the twentieth and fifth of each month.” 

“I know, Mr, Peterson,” 

“There is nothing I can do, Mr. Smith.” 

Brad thought of putting the bee on Peterson for at 
least a hundred bucks, and then decided against it—to 
hell with him! “Thanks a lot,” he said mechanically. 
“Goodby.” 

Marcella had heard the conversation. 

‘The old bastard,” Brad said angrily. “By God, the 
old man meant it!” He studied die calendar, “And seven 
days until payday.” He counted his money: Forty-eight 
bucks and twenty-six cents. Not enough even to take the 
Country Club check out of hock. He looked at Marcella. 
“Why don't you lend me a hundred bucks?” 

“If I had a hundred bucks ahead, I’d quit working,” 

Was she Joking about quitting? Or was she in earnest? 
Brad didn't know. She was studying an invoice. He looked 
at her firm chin, her nice nose, her smooth cheeks. He 
remembered her lying on the pillow beside him . No more 
of that, she had said, and he judged she had meant it. 

“Meet me some day for a free lunch,” he said, “Down 
at Sally’s.” 
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“Sally's?” 

“Short for Salvation Army, Miss Jones.” 

“Why don’t you try a bank for a personal loan for a 
few days? Or hit up one of the loan sharks?” 

He considered that wordlessly. A mental vision came 
to him—old man Smith's only offspring, limping into a 
bank or loan-grabber's office. 4 Tm broke, 1 need a hun¬ 
dred bucks, maybe more. I got my car clear, I have no 
debts. 1 have a job.” He thought about his job for a 
while. He knew that there were bitter feelings in the com¬ 
pany against him. He'd been jammed over other men to 
the top-seat of this part of the Old Man's empire—men 
who'd worked hard, and long, In an attempt to rise, and 
here the old man's son had been boosted up over them. 

No bank for him—no loan-shark, either, A man had 
to have some pride, or he wasn’t a man. 

Where the hell could he get a hundred bucks? His 
thoughts automatically went to Janice Westbrook. She’d 
lend him a hundred. Then the humiliating thought of ask¬ 
ing her made him change his mind. Hell, he couldn't do 
that—not him, the son of old man Smith. That was out 

He could wire the Old Man. 

He did. 

He got his answer back inside of an hour. Not a cent 
beyond your salary . And if reports come back you're not 
earning your salary out you go* Nothing more. Not even: 
Love t Dad. 

Holy Jesus! 

He had a momentary horrifying feeling, like being 
completely alone, completely shut off, in the world. Like 
the time his mother had taken him to kindergarten and 
turned him loose with the other ornery little bastards. 
Like his guts had suddenly sunk and no blood surged 
to his brain. He couldn’t stand the office any longer. The 
walls came zooming in. 

By God, the old man meant it, this time! 

How in hell did a man rob a bank? And what were his 
chances of being caught? No, not that—bank robbery was 
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a federal offense. They catch him and it’d be in every 
newspaper in the country. SON OF MILLIONAIRE 
SMITH ROBS MARYSTOWN BANK. Ten years in a 
federal pen. He grinned crookedly. 

He decided to check the construction job. He didn’t 
know a blueprint from a set of varicose veins but he could 
look intelligent. He sauntered from room to room, glanc¬ 
ing around. Plaster was going up and a hod-carrier almost 
ran over him, bent under his burden of cement. The fore¬ 
man asked, “How does it look to you, Mr, Smith?” 

He didn’t answer that. “Think you’ll meet the deadline?” 

“I doubt it, Fm having trouble getting the plastering 
crew in full force. Might go a week behind.” 

He nodded and returned to his office. Marcella said, 
“There are some things that need your signature. Fve 
sorted them out. They’re in the pile on your left.” 

He signed them, not reading them. There must be some 
way to get his hands on some money. Suddenly he had it. 

“Where is there a poker game in this town?” 

“A poker game? Well, from what I hear around town 
it’s the Elks Club. I heard once they had a game running 
night and day.” 

“Where is it?” 

“On Mistletoe. Are you an Elk?” 

“No.” 

“Maybe you can’t get in?” 

“Anybody can get in a poker game . . . if he has the 
money.” 

He’d majored in poker in college. The frat had had a 
game running every night. He found the Elks Club—a 
gray stone building—and the game was running in a room 
off the saloon. 

The game ran high stakes. He didn’t know it but two 
mules were sitting in working for the cause of the Elks, 

They cleaned him out of his forty-eight dollars in ex¬ 
actly twenty-eight minutes by the clock. His cards never 
seemed to fall right. They played stud. He pushed back 
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his chair thinking, Hell, I haven’t even got enough left 
for a beer, unless I find a joint that sells it for two-bits. 

Outside, in his Thunderbird, he took stock of his finan¬ 
cial situation. His apartment was paid for a month. His 
Thunderbird was clear. He had twenty-six cents. 

Well, hell, he wasn’t broke, anyway I 

He thought again of Janice Westbrook, This time his 
thoughts were not concerned with her bulging breasts, 
her flat waist, her smooth thighs and slim ankles. They 
centered on Janice Westbrook’s bank account. 

He’d hit her up for a hundred bucks. He started across 
town, found River Road, left Marystown, got half-way 
to the Travelers Hotel, then suddenly turned in the road, 
heading back for town. 

He couldn't do it. Under no circumstances could he 
walk past the goon Whitey and go to Room Twelve, I’m 
broke, Janice. The old man cut me off. I got two bits. 
Payday is still over a week away. Could you let me have 
a hundred bucks until payday? 

She might turn him down, at that. A man could eat 
just so much crow. The old man had shoved a scoopful 
of crow down his throat today. He didn’t have room for 
any more. 

His eyes narrowed in thought. 

He drove into the Country Club, parked among the 
Cads and Lincolns, and went to the bar. Mack was on 
shift. He slid on a stool and said, “Mack, I gave Hank a 
check last night for fifty bucks. It was a company check. 

I accidentally wrote it on the wrong check. I should have 
used a personal check. My auditor called my attention to 
it this morning. It'll come back to you in a day or so,” 

Mack was stooped over washing the god-damned 
glasses. He listened with one ear, head cocked away from 
Brad. “Fifty bucks, eh. You come in to buy it back, I 
take it?” 

“That’s the hell of it,” he said, “I checked the bank 
and my account hasn’t been opened yet. I had it changed 
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to here from Chicago.” He had to swallow the pill; he 
did. “I can’t pay you back until my checking account 
gets squared around here or wait until pay-day which is 
over a week away,” 

‘Til talk to the boss,” Mack said 

Brad hesitated, “Credit?” 

Mack wiped his hands on the bar towel “House rules 
say a customer can only get fifty bucks in credit,” he ex¬ 
plained, “You already got that Til talk to the boss,” 

“When?” 

“Just as soon as I wipe my hands,” Mack glanced 
down the bar, saw his few customers were still ahead of 
Mm, and went through the swinging doors leading into the 
kitchen. 

Brad waited. He ran his hands through his blond hair. 
The night of sleep had worked wonders with him. He 
studied himself in the backbar mirror. His eyes had lost 
most of their bloodshot look. He saw a tall blond young 
man, clean-shaven, a two hundred buck suit, brown tie, 
white shirt—and with twenty-six cents in his wallet. 

He thought of another asset: his gasoline credit card. 

Mack came back, wiped his hands again, said, “Boss 
says I can go to a hundred on you, Mr, Smith. Christ, 
don’t take it so hard, boy. I could tell you some tales 
about the local bigshots, if I wanted. One time—just for 
the hell of it—we hung all the bum checks we’d got in a 
week on a wire behind the bar. Bigshot names on almost 
all of them. Christ, did they pay up in a hurry, boy. 
What’ll it be?” 

“Coke high, Schenley’s.” 

Well, this was a break—booze and grub until payday, 
if he didn’t go through a big night. Have to watch the 
tabs, he thought. He knew that this was a special favor-— 
why not? The old man hired two hundred peons in this 
burg. The old man was worth millions. 

He needed some ready cash. He killed three drinks, 
his body crying for more, and he deliberately pushed 
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himself off the stool He drove to a service station, showed 
his credit card. The boy doctored up a bill for a tire— 
which he did not get—he got the money instead. Wei], 
he had almost thirty bucks, now. A little spending money, 
at least 
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The whiskey hot in him and the few bucks in his pocket 
made him feel a lot better. His mind switched to Go and 
Brad thought of women. Nothing like a babe to give a man 
a lift. 

He thought about driving out to Richmond to see 
either Margie or Marian, but discarded that plan grudg¬ 
ingly. It would be best to get back to the office. The old 
man might call again. The old man might separate him 
from eight hundred bucks a month. He pulled onto the 
highway and let out for the office. 

Brad wasn’t in the building more than five minutes 
when his phone rang, Marcella took it. She turned to him, 
‘‘Call for you. Brad, Your father.” 

Brad’s heart jumped. Damn good thing he was around 
to get it. He picked up the receiver. k ‘HeIlo?” 

‘Surprised to find you on the job, son.” 

Just like the old man. Always off on the wrong foot. 
It never failed. Been that way all his life, as far as he was 
concerned. 

“Fve been here all the time,” Brad lied, ‘Tve got things 
to do. This building program alone keeps me hopping,” 
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“Good boy,” 

“Something important?” Brad asked, “I got work to 
do, Dad,” 

“How are you?” 

“Eyes bloodshot, dead drunk,” Brad said cynically, 
“How did you expect me to be otherwise? I’ll live up to 
your expectations,” 

Silence, then, “Boy, I should have beat you more when 
you were a punk,” 

“Maybe that’s the reason,” Brad said harshly, “Maybe 
you beat me too much? Maybe Fm too much like you 
are? You came to this country to keep from lining up in a 
shiny helmet in front of the Kaiser. Then you tried to 
make me line up in front of you—and I wouldn’t do it, 
just like you wouldn’t in front of the Kaiser!” 

“Jesus, son, can’t we have any kind of a conversation 
without getting into a fight?” 

“You won’t change,” Brad said evenly, '^You’re too 
god-damned set in your ways. You bullied my mother 
and you tried it on me, but it didn’t work. All right, 
you want my job?” 

“No, you stay there.” 

“You got any complaints on die way Fm handling 
this job?” 

“No.” 

“Then what the hell you calling me for?” 

“You are my son,” 

“Bullcrap” 

“Do not talk so rough,” 

“I’d get rougher,” Brad said, “but my secretary is listen¬ 
ing. Thanks for the nice answer to my telegram,” 

“You wait till payday,” 

“And you go straight to hell,” Brad said, hanging up, 
and feeling nine million years younger and ten times as 
tall. He looked at Marcella who stared at him in surprise. 
“That should hold the old bastard,” Brad said* 

“Fm not in this.” 

“Who asked you to be?” 
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Anger flooded him again* He remembered the heavy, 
slurring voice* So the old man thought him a complete 
wash-out, a bum, eh? Well, by God, he'd show him— 
this plant would produce, expand, shove out more Sleep- 
wells, show more profit—he caught himself. Slow down, 
boy, slow down, he cautioned as he got to his feet* 

He went outside to the site of the new construction. 
He cornered the engineer* “I hate like hell to jump into 
you,’* he said, “but the contract calls for this building 
to be finished in three weeks and two days* You need 
more plasterers, you told me. What’s keeping you from 
putting more on?” 

“They want more money*” 

Brad shrugged. “You got a contract and a time limit, 
fellow. Hire them and get this thing up.” 

Anger flushed the man’s thin face but he said, ‘TE 
see what I can do, Mr. Smith*” 

“Thanks a lot,” Brad said, and returned to the main 
building. Once again in his office, Brad went over produc¬ 
tion records, comparing the last week record with that of 
six months ago* He discovered the plant had sagged in 
units produced. He appealed to Marcella. “What hap¬ 
pened?” 

“I’m not telling tales out of school, boss, or in school.” 

She was right, he grudgingly conceded. 

“Where would Ike be now?” he asked* 

“Ike? The saleman?” 

“Yes*” 

She consulted a dog-eared ledger* “Here’s his home 
number.” She slid a piece of paper over on his dsk. Brad 
called the number. Ike’s wife answered. He could hear 
punks howling in th background. Her voice sounded tired 
and harried. Ike was over to Red Cliffs, she said* Red 
Cliffs was about sixty miles* When would he be back? She 
didn’t know* But she expected him back within the hour. 
Should he call the office?” 

“Yes, please.” 

During his wait. Brad dug into other records. Labor 
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turnover seemed rather high. “Why?” he asked Marcella. 

‘Til be frank, Brad. Not enough money.” 

“How much do they pay these peons?” Brad dug into 
payroll records. He had no conception of work classifica¬ 
tions or payment per hour. All this was new to him. He 
had records from no other mattress company to compare 
with those of Sleepwell Mattresses, Inc. 

“What happens to our labor?” he asked Marcella. 

She frowned. “They seem to stay here only long enough 
to learn their trade and pull out for a better-paying job. 
They ieara stitching, tying, border work, and then they 
go.” 

“Some other companies must pay bigger salaries.” 

“So they teU me, but I am no expert. Fm just your 
gteno, no more. But many of the stitchers go over to the 
shoe factory. I guess stitching a rim on a mattress and 
stitching a sole on a shoe are about the same, but the shoe 
factory pays more—or so I've heard.” 

“How much more?” 

“About eight cents an hour, Fve heard.” 

“Gripes, only eight cents 1” 

“Forty hours a week and an eight ceut-raise is three 
dollars and twenty cents. Multiply that by four and you 
got twelve dollars and eighty cents, payment on a TV 
set a month,” 

God almighty. Brad thought, do these working-stiffs 
work at such a close margin? 

“Call in Joe Hancock,” he said. 

Soon Joe Hancock was sitting in the office. He had a 
long nose and he nibbed it solemnly as Brad told him 
what Marcella had said. 

“That’s about it,” Hancock said slowly. 

“Why haven’t you raised wages ten cents an hour?” 

Hancock rubbed his beak harder. “You didn't know 
Hanebuth,” he said. “The plant supervisor—the boss— 
before you came. He was as tight as the paper on the 
wall. No raises, he said—claimed your father had issued 
the order.” 
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Brad leaned forward. “How much would you raise each 
worker?* 1 

Hancock considered that. “Give me a little time, Mr. 
Smith. Ill make out a chart as to job classification and 
put the amount I’d raise them after each classification,” 

“When can you hand the chart to me?” 

Hancock glanced at the wall-clock. “Inside of an hour, 
at the most.” 

Brad swiveled Ms chair around, “Hop to it, Joe,” he 
said. 

Hancock left. 

Brad spoke to Marcella. “My old man issue such a 
foolish order?” 

“I have the letter in my files.” She went to the wall 
cabinet and rifled through it. Brad admired her sleek 
rump and thighs. He wet his lips and realized his back 
had become damp. She handed him the letter. He read 
it slowly, then tore it in two, dumped it in the basket 
“The old money-grabbing stupid old idiot,” he said, mostly 
to himself. 

“I wanted that for my files.” 

“Forget it.” 

Marcella looked at him curiously. “What’s happened to 
you?” 

“I’m the boss here, I’m going to run this plant and 
run it right and shoot up production and sales,” he told her 
flatly. 

Her brown eyes lit up. When she smiled cute little 
crinkles formed around the corners of her eyes, “Now 
I like you,” she said. 

Brad stared at her. Was the female nuts? He shrugged 
her off his mind. The phone rang. She answered crisply, 
“Mr. Brad Smith’s office,” The tone of her voice changed, 
“Oh, Ike, Just a minute.” Her eyes went to Brad. “Oh, 
hello, Ike,” he said. “Getting anything on the side?” 

“Jesus, Brad, go easy. My old lady might hear. You 
called me?” 

Brad leaned back in his chair and put his feet on Ms 
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desk. “Ike, if you had more mattresses and inner-springs, 
could you sell more of them?” 

“Hell, yes. Brad. My orders are running ahead of pro¬ 
duction—way ahead. In fact, I’ve had orders on paper 
but couldn’t deliver in time so . , * boom, boom, boom, 
Sleepwell loses the deal and Ike loses his commission, 
Hanebuth was too easy on the back shop, if you ask me, 
which you didn’t.” 

“So you could sell more, eh?” 

“All of us boys could. What’s on your mind?” 

“No girls this time,” Brad said. “Matresses, Ike, So 
long, and thanks, and good drinking,” 

Marcella murmured, “What a business-like conversa¬ 
tion, . . . Just the way they taught me in business school!” 

Brad grinned. “You got a cute fanny.” 

“You keep my rear out of this!” 

He left his chair, walked behind her, tried to kiss her 
mouth, but she kept moving her head, and he couldn’t do 
it. Brad felt angry, and somewhat baffled. And he’d slept 
with her. . . . The power of booze, or something. He went 
to the window and looked out, hands clenched behind his 
back. 

“I told you no more,” she reminded. 

“Rub it in,” he said. 

He heard her chair turn on its swivel. “Brad Smith, I 
like you. I think some day you’ll be a heck of a wonderful 
man.” 

He abandoned the window and looked at her, 

‘Tm not a wonderful man, now?” 

“Oh, you’re all right now, in your way. And as for 
that night—Oh, hell, forget it!" Her voice was shaky. 

Joe Hancock came in with a list in his band. Brad 
said, “Didn’t take you long, Joe.” 

Joe grinned. “I worked.” 

Brad glanced through the list, Joe had compiled It 
according to job classification and length of employment 
it looked fair and just to him. He initialed it and banded 
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it back. “These raises start next Monday/’ he said. “Tell 
the boys and girls that.” 

“You're all right. Brad. This plant will pick up with 
you here.” 

Brad said, “I don’t remembering reading your name on 
that list?” 

“No, Fm satisfied.” 

Brad shook his head. “I don’t think so, Joe. How 
much?” 

Joe considered, rubbing his .nose. “Qh, eight bucks a 
week. Too much, boss?” 

“Ten bucks a week,” Brad said. 

Joe smiled. “Thanks.” He headed for the back shop, 

“Your father might fire you,” Marcella cautioned. 

“I don’t give a damn,” Brad said. “Let him can me. 
Fm tired of the old boy anyway. Damn it.” 

“Fve got to defend myself. Fll have to learn to swear,” 

“You don’t have to learn,” Brad said, and grinned. 

He got one last phone call. It came ten minutes before 
quitting time. The minute he heard her sultry, deep- 
throated voice something happened to him—muscles 
stiffened all over. 

“Yes, Janice?” 

“Oh, Brad, Fm so glad I got you in your office,” she 
said huskily, 

“Working man,” he said. “On the ball. Climbing up, 
Janice.” 

“Brad, tomorrow night is our opening, as you know. 
And I want you out here, of course, if you can possibly 
make it,” 

He joked. “Your special guest?” 

“My special guest, Brad,” 

“What time?” 

"The sooner the better/’ 

“I’ll leave right now,” 

“Oh, tomorrow night, silly. Say nine?” 

“Nine it is, Janice,” 

“See you.” 
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She hung up. 

Brad glanced at Marcella. Her face was made of wood* 
He leaned back. He needed more money. He thought of 
his suitcases* the alligator leather deals he’d bought in 
Mexico City, and reluctantly decided to see a pawn shop, 

"See you later,” he said to Marcella. She didn't answer. 
Brad knew the call from Janice had riled her to the bones. 
He didn’t care, not with Janice on his mind. 

Brad got only twenty bucks for the two suitcases which 
wasn't much, but at least he wasn’t broke. He made sure 
to stay away from the Elks Club. 













7 


It was quite a shindig. 

Janice had really ridden the peasants with long spurs. 
Brad could not understand how so much work had been 
done in so short a time. The bar was completely equipped. 
It stretched the length of the dining room on the north 
side. Tables and chairs were in place opposite the bar 
leaving a wide open area in the middle of the room. The 
lighting was neither too bright nor too low but pleasantly 
glowing. In strategic spots potted plants had been placed 
and these added to the well-bred atmosphere that had been 
achieved. Brad had to admit it was as handsome a bar as 
any he had seen; and he had spent Ms money and gotten 
drunk in the best of them. 

“How did you do it so fast?” he exclaimed to Janice 
with astonishment. 

“I got on their backs and rode them hard,” she said 
“Only way a person can get anything done anywhere is 
to show who’s boss.” 

‘Tm doing the same thing up at the plant,” he said, 

Janice wore a black strapless evening gown. She had 
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an acre of smooth tanned skin over her shoulders and 
back. The dress allowed him to see about one-third of 
her breasts, arching and proud. Brad Immediately fell in 
love with the part he saw, and knew for sure he could 
love the hidden other two-thirds. 

The dark eyes that looked at him were glistening black 
opals. Her brows were arched, delicate lines, her lips were 
full and inviting. He thought: She looks terrific. 1 could 
kiss her blind. She makes me want to climb walls. He 
leaned closer to her and whispered, “If there weren't so 
many people around fd kiss you.” What he really meant, 
Brad said to himself, is that he'd like to tear her clothes 
from her body. 

“Dance, Brad,” she said provocatively as the orchestra 
struck up, 

“Try to stop me,” he replied and opened his arms to 
her. She slipped into his arms, the top of her black hair 
coming almost to his chin. He realized he held a heap of 
nice woman-flesh. She did things to him that made him 
tremble and grit his teeth in desire. She melted into him, 
as though trying to become a part of him. 

His veins pounded like a piston pump sending hot blood 
racing through him. How would he go about seducing 
her? Candy's dandy but liquor's quicker, Dorothy Parker, 
or somebody. The thought occurred that maybe he could 
get her to start drinking and loving as he had gotten Mar¬ 
cella to do. 

The terrifying thought then came that Marcella might 
be pregnant. He dimly remembered seeing her dashing into 
the bathroom. Brad quickly cut her out of his mind. This 
was hardly the time for Marcella when he had a job 
ahead of him—one-hundred-and-fifteen dreamily stacked 
pounds of female to steer toward a well-built home-made 
bed equipped with the latest and best SieepweU mattress 
and inner-spring. 

Logic told him this would be a slow job but the end 
results would be satisfying. He wasn't in love with her— 
in the sense other “people used the word lave . He was 
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sure of that. He was, of course, in love with her body, 
but that was just natural—the species had to breed and 
reproduce, he’d heard somewhere. But why, he did not 
know. 

He was in favor of the breeding part. Vastly in favor. 
But the reproduction, that was something else, again. 
Maybe later on, a dozen years from now, but not now 
—if he could help it! 

The music ended. She lingered in his arms pressing 
soft and dose. But then she said, “Brad, please excuse 
me. You almost got me to forget that Fm the hostess 
here.” 

‘Til get lonesome,” he answered, reluctantly taking his 
arms from her. 

“Oh, I won’t desert you, darling! I just have to circulate 
around a little, you know—I have guests. , * She nib¬ 
bled slightly on his ear. "All drinks at the bar are gratis.” 

What t’hell was this? Had word got around that he 
was flat on his rear financially? She must have sensed 
some stiffening in his attitude for she hurriedly explained, 
“Just for you, though, Brad.” 

He smiled, his anger broken, “Thanks, baby,” he said. 

The dining room, nearly filled with guests, was separ¬ 
ated from the bar by a tall screen. Hanging philodendnims 
under overhead lights lent a touch of beauty to the parti¬ 
tion. There were four waitresses—all luscious little young 
things, two red-heads and two brunettes waiting on tables. 
They were as beautiful as any Hollywood starlet who’d 
missed the casting-couch and had taken it on the hoof 
to make bread and butter. 

Brad recognized two of them as the red-head and the 
brunette who’d stuck their heads in the door the day 
he and Janice first met. He could still see the cubes wear¬ 
ing only shorts and bras and asking Janice if they could 
borrow her Cad for a drive to Marystown, 

The waitresses wore blue, close-fitting nylon uniforms 
with white bows over their butts—a wide display of rib¬ 
bon that almost hid their prime assets. 
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They were the four most lovely waitresses he’d ever seen 
in his twenty-one years on this planet* They were almost 
as beautiful as their boss. His thoughts went to the late 
Mr. Westbrook* He bet that boy had hated to die. 

There was an empty stool at the bar and he slid into 
it. The bartender came up before him. A heavy hand set 
an ash tray at his elbow* 

Brad looked up, Whitey was tending bar* He wore a 
hard-boiled shirt and all the trimmings* He looked like 
an ape somebody had run out of the zoo and dolled up. 

“Make it bourbon high, Whitey/’ he said. 

“Coming up,” Whitey replied. 

Brad wiped his forehead with his hand* That dance 
had really stiffened his muscles. One muscle, in particular, 
he thought wryly, Whitey shoved out his drink. He was 
surprised to see that Whitey’s huge paw didn’t have a 
thick coating of ape-hair. 

“Seventy-five,” Whitey said with a nasty grin. The man’s 
eyes were glistening marbles under his protruding brow. 
Their eyes met and held for a moment and then Whitey 
added with sarcasm, “Sorry, fella. Forgot you’re getting 
’em on the house,” 

Brad fought back the desire to plant one on Whitey’s 
mutton chops* The bastard was looking for trouble with 
him. Was it jealousy? Again he wondered if there was 
any physical connection between Janice and this swagger¬ 
ing, ignorant chimpanzee* It didn’t make sense for a 
woman as attractive as Janice—as smart as she apparently 
was—to crawl on a Sleep we 13 with this ugly piece of 
humanity. But you could never tell what a woman might 
do in sex* The thought of Janice and Whitey locked to¬ 
gether in bed was not an appealing one. His eyes lifted 
to Whitey, He felt like letting a right go on his kisser. 

Hell, Brad was no slouch. He had had his share of 
fights in and out of college and had been pretty good* In 
fact, he thought wryly, I would have held my weight- 
division crown at college if old demon rum hadn’t floored 
me first for the ten count* But there was no use wasting 
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knuckles on Whitey, A man might wreck a hand for life 
on an ape like Mm. The leg of a chair—or a tire-iron— 
would be more fitting and appropriate weapon. He almost 
grinned at the thought of blasting Whitey. 

Brad said quietly, “Lay off the sarcasm, Whitey 

Whitey’s fingers fastened around the neck of the bottle. 
For a moment Brad thought he might swing it. Brad tensed 
himself, ready to duck. For a long moment Whitey re¬ 
mained poised like that, the bottle half-raised and his 
ox-big eyes watching Brad across the bar. Finally Whitey’s 
hand came off the bottle, 

“Sorry, Mister Smith. No offense,” he said and walked 
away. 

Brad downed his drink in a hurry. Jesus, but it looked 
close there for a while. Any minute it looked like he and 
Whitey would tangle. His eyes lifted with interest as he 
saw Marcella in the bar mirror. She was entering the 
place on the arm of a guy in Ms early thirties. They came 
directly to the bar. Her eyes met Brad’s. 

“Oh, hello, boss,” she greeted. 

“Hello, Miss Jones,” be replied with mock formality. 

For some strange reason he felt glad to see Marcella, 
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The soft lights were very complimentary to her. Brad 
thought staring intensely at Marcella. She seemed pretty 
confident as she stood next to her date. She wore a light 
pink dress that showed beautiful ivory shoulders and 
hinted at the fullness of her breasts. He remembered with 
keen delight how she had held on to him in their mad 
love-making. Hard to believe that they had been intimate. 
She was one of those girls with an eternally innocent face. 
,-i “Mr, Smith, meet Mr, Smith.” She spoke to her com¬ 
panion. “My slave-driving boss. Cal.” 

Cal Smith was the ordinary run-of-the-mill man. His 
black hair was cut flat-top style, A little gray streaked 
Ms temples. He wore a blue suit, blue tie, and white 
sMrt, Just one of the boys, Brad thought. Nothing here 
for him to worry about, 

“Cal,” he said, extending his hand, 

“Smith to Smith,” Cal said with a friendly grin, “I 
want to dance with you later on,” Brad said turning to 
Marcella. He looked at Cal Smith. “Okay, Mr. Smith?” 
“I haven’t got her tied down yet,” Cal said, and grinned. 
63 
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He took Marcella by the arm and escorted her to the 
dining room* 

Brad watched Marcella’s walk. She had a free-and- 
easy way of swinging her hips. The sight of her hips 
moving so sensually stirred Brad’s blood* He put his 
empty glass on the bar and walked outside. 

He kicked at a stone that wasn’t there, and wondered 
why he felt disturbed—hell* he had no claims on her! 
The night air was cooling and he sucked it deep into his 
lungs. He forced himself to think of something other than 
Marcella. His mind went back to Hancock saying the men 
at the plant were enthusiastic about the hike in their 
weekly wages. 

With the goodwill of the men behind him Brad felt 
certain he’d have little trouble beating down the old man 
and Peterson. And then the heE with both of them. Maybe 
it wasn’t the right sentiment for one’s parent but the old 
man had asked for it. 

He was going to run the plant Ms way and not the old 
man’s. He’d made up his mind on that point. The old 
man had already cut off his money supply, except for 
his salary. He had nothing to lose, except the salary, and 
if that stopped, there was a job somewhere else. Maybe 
it wouldn’t pay eight hundred a month, but it would be 
sometMng, Anyway, if might be worth a drop in salary 
to get away from the old man’s authority. 

He walked slowly and thoughtfully around the kfy 
three times. The bracing California air was clearing biP 
confused brain. His eyes took in the various cars. Cads,' 
Buicks, Thunderbirds. AE the elite of Marystown had 
deserted the Country Club tMs night to get in on the 
opening of the new hotel. He wondered how long this 
high-class trade would hold up for Janice Westbrook. 
Brad grinned in the dark night as he caught himself think¬ 
ing in terms of dollars. He’d heard that when you didn’t 
have money you always thought of money. The old say¬ 
ing seemed to hold true in his case. 

He re-entered the club, heading across the floor for 
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the bar. He saw Marcella and Cal Smith at a far table, 
evidently awaiting their orders. He went over to them 
and said, ‘‘May I have this dance, Marcella?” 

“Do you mind, Cal?” she asked him. 

“Certainly not,” Cal said getting to his feet. 

When they were on the dance floor Brad asked cau¬ 
tiously, “You and Smith serious?” He added. Or is it 
none of my business?” 

“It definitely is none of your business, but we are not 
serious. I’ve known Cal for years. His wife died about 
a year ago and left him with two darling little boys.” 

"Do you tike little boys?” His question sounded foolish. 
It was something out of Hollywood. Brad was sorry he 

asked it. , 

Her eyes searched his face for hidden meanings. Yes, 
I like little boys—and girls, too—when they are as well- 
behaved as Cal’s children. Now have I answered all your 
questions?” She’d stiffened in his arms. 

All the time. Brad mourned to himself, my foot in 
between my teeth. Sorry. I don’t know how I riled her 
but I did, all right. 

“Sometimes I think you’re the world’s biggest sap. Some¬ 
times I think you might have a little brains. Then in be¬ 
tween 1 just don’t give a damn!” she exploded at him. 

“Well, we know where we stand,” he replied, 

“I’d say we do,” 

She had lost her zest for dancing. She was rigid in his 
arms, without corners. Brad found himself dancing where 
Janice Westbrook was talking to a couple at a table. 

Brad steered Marcella toward Janice and paused beside 
her. Janice’s dark eyes ran over Marcella. Brad felt Mar¬ 
cella grow even more rigid in his embrace. He haltingly 
introduced Marcella and Janice. 

“I am happy to meet you. Miss Jones.” 

“You have a divine place, Mrs. Westbrook,” Marcella 
replied with icy politeness. 

“Haven’t 1 heard your voice before?” Janice questioned. 



66 


THE MATTRESS GAME 


a frown between her eyes. “Seems I've beard it some- 
where. Have I?” 

*Tm Mr* Smith's secretary. We’ve talked over the 
phone.” 

Brad noticed that again Janice’s eyes, bright and prob¬ 
ing, went over Marcella's face. He put it down to typical 
female jealousy. 

“I thought I knew your voice* Well it was very nice 
meeting you,” Janice said. 

“Will you excuse us?” Brad asked her and Janice 
nodded. 

They danced away. Marcella said, “So that’s Janice 
Westbrook, huh? I don't blame you for falling. Brad, but 
I could say a few catty things ... but I won’t,” 

“Please do,” Brad implored, “We're getting along too 
well right now. Break up the spell, please.” 

“You go to hell,” she said* 

“You come with me,” 

“I'm going to stop talking.” 

“Good idea,” he said agreeably* 

The rest of the dance, short as it was, seemed eons 
long. Brad was no longer interested in prolonging the 
dance session with Marcella. He had lost his taste for 
sex, even though her thighs brushed against his, and her 
full bosom pressed against his chest. He was sweating 
rage when the dance was over. He escorted her to her 
table, thanked Cal Smith, then went back to the bar. 

He carried a stool to the part of the bar not served by 
Whitey. The way he felt, it wouldn’t take too much for 
him to bounce a Smirnoff bottle oS Whkey’s pointed 
and hairy dome* 

There was nothing to do but get drunk. 

He started throwing the stuff down fast, but for some 
reason, he couldn’t get drunk. His brain remained alert. 
The drinks were having little effect on him. He found 
himself again thinking of the plant. It was strange how 
he kept returning to the goddamn factory. Mayb he just 
wanted to show the old man he could be a success at 
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something, to show his hard, tough father that his son was 
not a worthless bum. Maybe, though, he’d not get a chance 
to prove himself if the old man canned him because he’d 
given the workers a raise. His train of thought was inter¬ 
rupted by a scent of perfume. 

Janice had sidled up to him. He glanced down at her 
sun-tanned skin and into her dress admiring the high 
bosom and the sharp dividing line between her breasts. 

“Please don’t get too much to drink. Brad,” she mur¬ 
mured, her voice throaty, her dark eyes sweeping over 
his face. 

Looking into her eyes. Brad had a sinking feeling that 
a net was pulling closed around him, but this did not last 
long when matched against the thought that she seemingly 
cared for him. He was willing to bet that Janice was one 
who genuinely had his welfare at heart. In fact, probably 
the only person in the world who really cared for him . 
The old man didn’t give a damn about him! 

“I’ll coast, honey,” he said gratefully to her. 

Janice’s eyes lighted. “Thanks, darling.” 

She was taken away to dance by one of Marysiown’s 
leading citizens whom Brad recognized as the president 
of the local Rotary. Brad admired Janice’s sleek back, her 
well-formed buttocks. His blood got hot as he wondered 
how long it would take to work her into a compromising 
position. Brad feverishly wished the time and right place 
were now. He hadn’t made love to a dame since he and 
Ike had gone to Richmond and carried on with Margie 
and Marian. The mere thought of the girl he had for 
himself that time made him want to drive to Richmond. 
He looked at the wall clock. It was a few minutes after 
eleven. God, it would be worth the trip, all right. Then 
Brad thought: Hell, neither would be home at this hour, 
not on a Saturday night. Girls who put out as easy and 
fast as they did would be very popular with the local 
boys and visiting firemen. 

Looking in the direction where Marcella and Cal Smith 
were last seated he saw they were gone. Brad wondered 
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if Cal had Marcella out in the high grass somewhere? 
Angrily closing his hand into a fist Brad realized he was 
all fouled up in his thinking about women. His technique 
was all wet. He was wrong in directing his total attack 
toward Janice. Was she worth it, he asked himself. 

He glanced at Janice being whirled around on the dance 
floor. Her back was to him. The Rotarian had one hand 
on her bare shoulder. He was harmless, Brad figured, but 
still he didn’t want his hands on her shoulders. Christ, 
wasn’t he the jealous bastard, though? What would he be 
like if Janice ever got to be his woman? 

Brad turned back to the bar. This hungering for a dame 
was getting too strong. Usually he always had an ace in 
the hole, one to bunk up when the others had turned him 
down or had not been available. Sometimes when there 
was nobody else, his landlady obliged him. Brad got a 
mental image of his present landlady, and smiled. 

She was a heavy-set, big-bellied old girl of around 
fifty, just about as attractive as the Statue of Liberty. He 
should have gone to an apartment house that had had a 
sleek young landlady. But apartments were scarce in 
Marystown and he’d had to jump at the one first offered 
him. Well, better luck next time, but for the present his 
fat and ugly landlady was out, and for good. 

He hoped Janice wouldn’t be too tired for a drive in 
the country. He had a feeling she’d be an easy make 
tonight. His mind dwelt on their making love. Suddenly 
he saw Janice walking to him, and he held his hands out 
to her excitedly, 

“Brad, I’m so tired, darling. Will you please excuse 
me?” she remarked, 

M I thought we might take a little ride in the fresh air,” 
he replied in disappointment, 

“Oh, Brad, we’re starting to close shop. Give me a rain 
check tonight, honey. Please, Brad? Fm just weary to my 
toes.” She stretched her arms out, pulling her dress tight 
against her breasts, the nipple showing up sharp and 
pointed. 
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He wanted to put his arms around her, to gather her 
in, feeling her magnificent body responding to his. God¬ 
damn it though, it couldn’t be done with the local roosters 
looking on from their perches on the stools. The waitresses 
were cleaning up the tables. From the kitchen the voice of 
the cook could be heard yelling commands, Whitey and 
the other bartender had doused most of the lights, waiting 
for a few of the roosters to kill their booze, 

44 All drinks off the table by two,” Whitey rumbled to 
them. "State of California law folks. Sorry.” 

"How about tomorrow?” Brad asked quietly, trying not 
to show his yearning for her and knowing he was failing 
at it. “Love to have you with me.” 

“Tomorrow is Sunday. I expect a terrible big day. Fm 
just starting business. Brad—I just have to push and push 
and push and be here every minute.” 

“I see,” Brad said dully. “Well, I guess I might as well 
take off,” He got off the stool. “Goodnight, Janice.” 

“Goodnight, darling. And thanks for not drinking too 
much. I like you so much when youTe sober,” 

“A lot of good it did me,” he replied bitterly. 

She patted his cheek and smiled prettily. "Perhaps next 
tim e there’ll be more time for us, baby. Goodnight and 
sleep tight.” 

Brad silently watched her cross the floor toward her 
office. The last sight be had of her was her swinging butt 
as she turned a corner and vanished. He about-faced and 
without saying goodbye to anyone else went out to the 
lonely night. 

Hell of a dull evening, he commented to himself. I 
didn’t even get drunk* 
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Next morning at ten Brad awakened with a dull whiskey 
taste in his mouth but without a hangover. He felt so 
damn well it was disgusting. Not feeling in the mood to 
cook for himself Brad went out for breakfast. Over a cup 
of coffee he decided to call Marcella. He didn’t care even 
if he got her out of bed, even out from the embrace of a 
man. He just felt like talking to her. She answered the 
phone quickly much to his surprise, 

“This is Brad,” he said breezily, “You going to be busy 
today?” he asked. 

She hesitated, “I have a date, Brad,” 

“With Cal, I suppose?” 

Anger touched her voice. “No, not with Cal. And by 
the way, is it your business who I go out with?” 

“Fm just being mean.” 

“You’re an expert at that Well, I’ll tell you about my 
date. Twenty girls between the ages of eight and ten.” 

“Twenty of them? You’ll be busy.’- His voice registered 
his lack of faith in her. 

“Maybe you’ve never heard of such a thing—or met 
70 
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such a person before—but Fra working with the Campfire 
Girls and my troop is having a picnic today,” 

“Jesus,” Brad muttered, “Shades of ESsie Dinsmore.” 
“Have you any other insulting remarks? If you haven't, 
then let’s cut this short, huh?” 

Brad hung up. 

Well, he said to himself, I certainly fixed myself up on 
that end, didn’t I? It’ll be great working together Monday, 
Jesus. He grimaced. What a jerk he was in the first place. 
He shouldn’t have called her. It was a waste of time. He’d 
been a damn fool. What was it he had been trying to 
accomplish, anyway? Maybe because he’d had a taste of 
her love once, and had found it good, he wanted another 
bite? That must have been it. Yeah, 

Sitting in the phone booth he had an inspiration. He’d 
call the girls in Richmond. He didn’t know what good it 
was going to do but it would be worth a try. Things 
couldn’t be bluer. 

Regretting every coin he put in the slot, a feeling totally 
new for him, he dialed Richmond. The phone rang for two 
or three times. 

“Hello?” It was a soft and seductive tone responding, 
“Marge?” Brad answered, 

“Marge is out. This is Marian,” 

“This is Brad Smith, Fm calling from Marystown.” 

A short, heavy pause. “Oh, yes, I remember you. You 
were here with Ike. How are things in Marystown?” 

Brad’s heart lifted. It looked as though his luck would 
be good. She evidently had no difficulty remembering him. 
“You dated up for this afternoon, Marian?” 

Another pause, ever longer. “No, Fm not. Brad,” 

His pulse started hammering as he recalled Marian’s 
physical assets. She was well built, with a heavy front. He 
never got to her, and so she’d be virgin territory. He was 
in solid, lined up on his sights, A little booze, a few 
minutes to “get acquainted,” and she’d be on her back, 
looking up at the ceiling—or else, if they were in the 
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country, gazing up at a live-oak tree, or some other 
damned tree, 

“I'll be right over- About an hour,” he said, trying not 
to show his happiness. 

*T1I be ready/’ 

“What do you want to drink?” 

“Oh, the day is so niee, let’s go out somewhere/’ she 
said. 

He thought of his dwindling money-supply, and then 
matched it against her swelling breats. Her breasts won 
hands down. He still had some credit at the Country Club, 

“Okay with me* See you, Marian,” 

“Goodby, Brad,” 

He kept under the speed-limit, A ten-buck speeding 
ticket would just about ruin Mm financially. It was the 
usual heavy Sunday traffic* But going at a moderate 
speed it took him only an hour and a half to drive the 
fifty-odd miles to her place* When he rang the bell, Ms 
heart was jumping, which he thought was crazy because 
he hardly knew the dame. 

She met him at the door, completely dressed, wearing 
a neat blue suit and white blouse, looking demure and 
lovely. She said, “Brad,” and held out both hands. He 
took them and said, “Ready to travel?” 

“All ready/’ 

“Got any plans?” 

“Let’s go out in the country somewhere. Pick up some 
groceries and have a picnic. Is that all right with you. 
Brad?” 

Brad had looked forward to a meal in some medium- 
priced joint. He thought of the high price of groceries and 
his wallet seemed to shrink, but there was no choice 
except to agree, 

“Show me the way,” he said. 

He helped her into the Thunderbird, The blue skirt 
clung to her hips, outlining the rouodness. Desire ham¬ 
mered through him* Woman crazy, the old man had 
called him. The old man was right. But what else was 
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there besides women and booze? The old man had appar¬ 
ently forgotten the days when he’d been young with wild 
blood pounding in him. Maybe the old man never felt that 
way. Hard to imagine the old man chasing a female, but 
he’d bet the old man had had his share. 

They went to a supermarket. He gave her ten bucks. He 
pushed the cart around like a dutiful husband, hating 
each turn of its squeaky unoiled wheels. They loaded the 
cart with cheese, cold meats, bread, oleo, and the other 
crap, along with a dozen bottles of beer. He looked long¬ 
ingly at the bottles of booze in the liquor-store annex. Now 
the full weight of the old saying —a champagne taste and 
a beer pocket book —came down on him. Up to now it had 
been a trite saying, nothing more. Now it was a reality. 

She gave him back two bucks and a few coins. 

14 You want to drive?” she asked. 

He sat back and enjoyed a cold beer. She headed east 
toward the mountains, miles away. He looked down at her 
right knee. Her dress had slid up and she had a nice knee, 
well-formed, but he knew nicer ones, and they belonged 
to Janice Westbrook, 

They did little talking which was all right with him as 
he was enjoying the ride. What talk she gave out consisted 
almost exclusively of questions. How was the plant 
running? How did he like California and Marystown in 
particular? Ike had talked too damn much to this dame 
Marian. He'd lain in bed with this female saying too much 
about the plant. Brad didn't like having his personal busi¬ 
ness bandied about with every passing broad. 

She worked as a steno for some gigantic concern, she 
told him* Her talk about herself was very meager, nothing 
about her family, and all that bulk He was glad because 
he was not interested in her family or her love affairs but 
only what she packed in the way of love for him. He 
wanted nothing from her but what a woman could give* 
After he had got it he would drive her home and then get 
back to Marystown. If he ever needed more of what she 
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had, he might come back, but that was for the future and 
nobody owned the future. 

“Well, here we are,” she said. She had a rather plain 
face but her smile was bright. “You hungry, Brad?” 

“I’m a growing boy. Always hungry.” 

She had taken a blanket from her apartment. She 
spread it on the grass and said, “Flop while I fix us some 
food.” 

He lay on his side watching her. She broke open two 
beers, gave him one, kissed Mm lightly on the forehead, 
looked around at the surrounding live-oaks, and said, 
“There’s somebody up the creek.” 

“So 1 hear.” 

“Somebody prob’ly having a picnic, too.” 

Brad didn’t like that idea. This would be a good spot 
to stage the loving, but people upstream would murder 
that scheme. Any time now some kid might dart wide- 
eyed through the brush chasing a ball or some damn thing. 
Everything seemed to be going wrong this Sunday. Just 
this Sunday? Hell, every Sunday. Boy, if he ever got around 
to listing his bum breaks he would have a book. He 
laughed at himself even thinking of writing a book. But 
it was an intriguing idea, at that. He wondered if he could 
locate some kind of a writer to knock out the beginning 
pages of a would-be novel and then send those pages to 
the old man, Here, papa, see the beginning of my book! 
The old man might kick through with some dough on that 
project. 

The old man had the attitude of most unschooled people. 
Anything printed was always the gospel truth, or else how 
would it get into print? The old man even believed the 
newspaper. Goddamn it, son, it’s in print, ain't it? Oh, 
but he was not different from a lot of simple, but ignorant 
people. 

“Everything’s ready,” Marian sang out, handing a sand¬ 
wich to him. 

Brad sat up to eat, holding a bottle of beer in one hand, 
Marian sat cross-legged, beer bottle beside her, nibbling 
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on her sandwich. From where he sat Brad could see her 
panties. They were blue with white lace on the edges* Brad 
had an idea she knew he was looking at her legs. If that 
was true then she knew what he was after, too. She'd 
shacked overnight with Ike, Ike was no Rock Hudson, 
He was just a stupid, good-natured stiff. If Ike made out, it 
was a matter of course that he, Brad, would also. 

Brad was about to make his pitch when a head stuck 
itself through the nearby brush* It belonged to a kid about 
ten, foolishly grinning, “Hello,” the kid said, as he came 
into the open, 

“You got parents?” Brad asked in irritation. 

“I got a ma and pa.” 

“They’re looking for you,” Brad said pointedly. “Beat 
it.” 

The body stood solid. The head swiveled and watched. 
The lips said, “Beer,” 

“Get moving,” Brad said. 

The boy just grinned. His eyes were on Marian. He 
was feasting his eyes on her white thighs. Brad saw the 
direction of the kid’s eyes. Ill be Goddamned. 

“Beat it,” he yelled at the boy, 

"I don’t have to,” 

Brad got to his feet quickly. 

The boy stepped back as if to run. “FU tell Paw, Hel! 
beat the livin’ hell outa you.” 

Brad stepped forward two paces. The boy turned and 
ran. Brad sat down with a feeling of satisfaction* Now, 
maybe he might get back to business at hand: the white 
thighs. 

“Maybe we’d better go. The boy’s father might start 
trouble,” 

“Let the bastard come,” Brad said, “I’ll whip the whole 
damn family.” 

He reached out and pulled Marian close and got her 
unprotestingly on her back beside him* She gazed up at 
him with deep blue eyes and, at that moment, the mo 
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ment of carnal desire, she looked almost beautiful But 
when he kissed her, her lips were cold, 

“Brad. . . " 

“Yes V 

“Brad, let’s not get , . , any Ideas.” 

His weight was partially on her. He felt her full breasts 
against him. They were once soft and firm. When her 
hands held his as he reached up to her breasts he decided 
to take his time with her. She was too self-conscious 
because of the boy’s sudden appearance, Brad felt 

“It’s all right, Marian, just relax,” he said. 

“These damned people along the creek might barge in 
any time.” She remarked. 

“Let’s go for a walk, then,” he suggested. “We don’t 
have to stay here.” 

“There’ll be people all over. Don’t forget this Is Sun¬ 
day.” 

“WeU, okay,” Brad said agreeably. 

He again lay down beside her. She moved on her side 
next to him. He felt her whole body closing in and desire 
made his thighs tremble. His chest seemed constrained by 
iron bands. Their faces were inches apart. She kissed him 
warmly, quietly, and murmured, “Let’s just lay on our 
backs and look at the clouds.” 

He complied, burning inside. After all, what else was 
there to do? She lay close. He wondered how long he 
would stand it without doing something. Her hair smelled 
sweet, she had a delicately scented perfume. He nibbled 
her left ear a little and murmured, “It’s nice to be with 
you, Marian.” 

He remembered Ike saying she’d been a hot one on a 
Sleepwell, but Ike, a typical salesmn, had a habit of 
exaggerating. 

Brad was determined to find out for himself if she was 
any good on grass. He moved hard against her, generating 
passion in himself. His lips worked on her soft neck. 

He looked down at her face. Her blue eyes had darkened. 
They looked like they had tears in them. He was certain 
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the time had come for her to give in and his body pressed 
hard to her, 

“Let’s go,” she said in a scared voice. 

For a second he almost lost his temper but he held it 
back, “Okay,” Brad answered good-naturedly. 

He helped her to her feet. She swayed toward him and 
went into his arms. They kissed. She had a nice tongue 
and it was bold; her thighs pressed against his and her 
hips made movements. He knew then he would get what 
he had come after, but it would be in her apartment or a 
motel. He hoped it’d be in her apartment for motels cost 
money. 

“You got to stop that,” he whispered. “It does things 
to me,” 

Her smile was coy but she made no reply. She started 
gathering up the paper plates and cups. He helped. They 
put the remainder of the food into the carton and carried 
it to the Thunderbird while she folded the blanket. 

“You drive back,” she said. 

“Okay.” 

“I want to look at the mountains,” she explained. 

The road twisted through the foothills. Wild flowers had 
died under the fierce summer sun but live-oak trees spread 
green and wide, spanning the road. Chamisal bushes were 
green and some were laden with their yellow blossoms. 
Most of the creeks were dry, California had more big 
bridges spanning more dry creeks and rivers than any 
state he had ever seen Brad decided. He hadn’t realized 
they had driven so far. Little towns were met, explored, 
pierced, driven through and left behind. She sat facing him, 
knees on the seat, and once in a while, when her knees 
touched him, he felt his flesh tighten. 

His pocketbook had suffered a severe dent from the 
picnic spree but he intended to buy a bottle of booze to 
bring to her apartment. Christ, but he was broke. He 
wondered what other items he could pawn and then re¬ 
membered his radio and portable typewriter. If things got 
too bad he could even pawn a suit. By careful spending 
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he’d live until payday. He felt in his packet far his wallet 
wondering if there was enough to stand for one drink 
before buying the fifth. You just couldn’t seduce a female 
by buying her a few sandwiches and a beer, A man had 
to have some form of conscience, even if it was a minor 
shape. On the outskirts of Richmond he saw a brightly 
colored neon sign of a roadside joint. “How about a 
drink, honey?” 

‘‘Suits me. Brad,” 

The saloon was like all other saloons with the smell of 
booze, a few guys roosting on stools, a couple of beaten 
down old alcoholic females gabbing with some beaten 
down old alcoholic men. The settings might vary but 
the occupants at these joints were always the same. He 
started to the bar. 

“How about a table?” she questioned, 

“Suits me.” 

The waitress who came to the table had seen better 
days. A man would have to be on fire with desire to see 
this waitress in bed with him. 

He ordered a whiskey and water. Marian took a coke 
high. They drank in throbbing passionate silence. Her eyes 
were glowing. He could tell from the way she looked that 
it was more than a drink that was stirring her. He put his 
hand on her soft thigh and said, “You look great, Marian,” 
She said, “Let’s get a bottle and go to my apartment,” 
“Marge be there?” 

When she looked at him rather coldly he realized it 
was a dumb question to ask, *‘You looking for Marge?” 

He took her hand and gripped it. “Just a question, 
Marian. You know better than that,” 

She seemed comforted. “No, Marge won’t be there. I 
think she’s gone out of town. She*11 come in some time to¬ 
morrow afternoon.” 

“Swell, let’s go,” Brad said getting to his feet. 

He kissed her on the way to the car and she returned 
it wildly. He had his arm around her slender waist. Her 
flesh was hot through her thin dress. His fingers edged 
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up to her breast. She looked at him and smiled. The one 
drink had done something to her plainness. She was be¬ 
coming beautiful. The bottle would add even more to 
her looks* he was sure, 

“Where’s a liquor store?” he asked, 

“Straight down the street about two blocks,” 

He found the booze shop, got a fifth, returned to the ear 
and drove on to her apartment. He glanced at his watch. 
Nine o’clock. 

The apartment house itself was quiet. They went up to 
her place. She opened the door, fumbled on the wall with 
searching fingers and suddenly there was light. She walked 
across the room and pulled the drapes closed, and said, 
“Fix us a drink. Brad,” She went into the bedroom. 

While he was fixing drinks in the kitchen she came into 
the room. The light behind her outlined her body com¬ 
pletely. He saw her full, high breasts, her curving hips, 
and her near naked thighs. He licked his lips, and with 
difficulty continued stirring the drinks. 

She came to him, stood on tiptoe, and kissed his cheek 
whispering in his ear. “The night you, Margie and Ike 
and me went out, I really wanted you, Brad,” she said* 
her breath warm on his cheek, 

“I felt die same way,” he answered huskily, “I had the 
wrong girl. But we’ll correct that tonight, huh, honey?” 

“We sure will,” 

Brad carried their drinks into the living room. She 
curled up on the davenport. He said standing over her, 
“Hot in here.” 

“The air-conditioner is not working, I found that out 
this morning. It must have conked out last night. She 
waved her hand in the air. 

He was glad to hear about the faulty air-conditioner. 
It was his excuse to strip to his shorts which he quickly 
accomplished. Folding his clothes over the overstuffed 
chair Brad sat down beside her. Her knees touched his 
bare flesh, sending a chill of pleasure through him. She 
leaned toward him. His eyes went swiftly to her breasts. 


f 
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He could see dark pointed nipples pushing against the 
transparent red nylon* 

Desire worked its way up in him. He got her in his 
arms and carried her into the bedroom. Her arms were 
around his neck. She was a big woman but feeling the 
way he did made her seem light as a feather. She was 
licking his ear. His body was on fire. He could hardly 
wait to get next to her, 

“You’re strong, Brad. I bet you know how to love a 
woman,” 

“A woman like you,” he answered as be put her full, 
rich body on the bed* 

He looked down at her. Brad let his eyes move all over 
her waiting body* Throat dry, he kneeled beside her, got 
an arm around her waist, feeling her firm flesh under his 
fingers. He opened her gown and she did not resist* Her 
lips had an odd smile which he did not understand. 

He rolled beside her, and found her ready, her lips 
warm. Her mouth came on his and her tongue played in¬ 
side, striking heat in his brain. His hands slowly worked 
upward to her naked breasts. She moaned slightly, as her 
body made tantalizing movements. His fingers were search¬ 
ing around her trembling flesh. She shifted slightly, so 
be could remove the negligee from under her. 

“Brad?” 

“Yes,” he said pausing on top of her, 

“This is going to cost you a hundred bucks for all night.” 

Her words threw a tankful of water over the fire in him 
leaving mere embers. He stared down at her* Her eyes 
were serious. 

“What the hell did you say?” 

“Don’t you understand?” 

“Understand what?” 

“Margie and I are selling it. Brad. Didn’t Margie charge 
you the other night?” 

“Hell, no!” 

“She heard you had money so she played it soft and 
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easy, but weVe both whores. There it is. Brad. A hundred 
bucks a night/* 

“Did Ike pay you?** 

“Yes.” 

Ike hadn’t told him that As loose-mouthed and flip of 
lip as Ike was, he hadn’t told him that—and that was a 
lousy deal, keeping that a secret 

“He never told me,” Brad said. He knew damn well 
Ike hadn’t paid her a hundred bucks. If he had paid her at 
all, it wasn’t more than ten dollars. She was lying. She 
wanted some pushover dough. But she had picked on the 
wrong guy. 

His eyes were on her. Her legs were closed, locked to 1 - 
gether at the ankles. No longer was her body soft and 
resilient. She was stiff and unyielding. 

He had never paid for a piece in his life. He was only 
twenty-three, but too old to start paying now. Anger and a 
sort of disgust clung to his brain. 

He sat up and said, “The hell with that noise ” 

“Brad, what is a hundred to you?” 

“It isn’t the hundred,” he said getting off the bed, “but 
the way you went about it.” 

‘’Where you going, baby?” she cried at him* 

“I’m getting the hell out of here!” 

He went into the living room and dressed. She did not 
follow him. He picked up what was left of the booze and 
went out. Before starting his car for the return trip he 
took a long, slow drink of the whiskey, corked it and put 
it beside him. He kicked the starter on the Thunderbird 
and zoomed away. 

It could have been a great time. She was made for a 
Sleepwell mattress. Paying for it was another thing. Hell 
with that jazz. 

He rained curses on Marian all the way home. It was 
one o’clock in the morning when Brad finally reached his 
apartment. What a way to face Monday. 
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Next morning at work Marcella was smiling and happy. 
She'd had a wonderful time with her girl scout outing* 
she told him. “And what did you do, Brad?” 

“Laid three females,” he said with a snarl, “Didn*t 
even find out their names. Say, what fhell is this invoice 
for?” 

She leaned over his shoulder to inspect the invoice. She 
had scented herself with a nice, light perfume. It smelled 
a lot better than Marian's Tiger Lily Number Six. He felt 
her breasts lightly touch his shoulder. Think of it. Brad. 
She'd laid with him once. They got drunk together and she 
spent the night trying to kill him with sex and now no 
more of the stuff. Brad couldn’t understand such a change 
in a woman. Usually when they laid down for him as fast 
as she had they were pushovers thereafter. Apparently 
Marcella was cut from a different piece of cloth. 

“Oh, that invoice is from the lumber company. It’s for 
the moldings or something they used in constructing the 
new office.” 
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‘7 thought the contractor was supposed to furnish mold¬ 
ings?” 

“That’s not the way the contract reads.” 

*771 have to read that goddamn thing. You got one 
on file?” 

She went to her file cabinet, searched a moment, and 
extracted a typewritten sheet of paper. Laying it on his 
desk she said hesitantly. “Brad, this is my last week 
working here. I’m giving you a week’s notice so you can 
hire another girl.” 

He stared at her, contract forgotten. “Am I hearing you 
right? You’re quitting?” 

“Yes.” 

Brad swung around and faced her squarely. “Why?” 

“I have personal reasons,” she said slowly. “Please don’t 
push me, Brad.” 

I’ve a right to know, I’m your boss. Is it because of 
what happened that first night?” 

She flushed and got a little excited. “I just want to go as 
soon as I can, Brad. I just can’t stand this any more. If 
you can get a girl who can take over immediately. I’d 
appreciate it, Brad.” 

He got to his feet and tried to put his arms around her. 
She stepped back out of reach. "That won’t help, Brad.” 
There were tears in her eyes. 

He tried to corner her against the file cabinet. She 
moved around it to her desk. He quit chasing her. What 
was the matter with him? She was just his stenographer. 
An employment agency could always find another girl. He 
couldn’t understand his feelings about her views. It de¬ 
pressed him. 

“Why did you go to bed with me that night?” he shouted 
suddenly. 

“I don’t know. I liked you an awful lot, for one thing.” 

“You don’t like me now?” 

“I never said that.” 

“What in the hell is wrong with you, anyway?” 
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“Nothing. Fve made up my mind not to work here, Brad. 
Is there a law against that?” 

“No,” he confessed, “there isn't. His hands went up in 
a move of helplessness. “I don't get it. You sure were a lot 
different that first night. Maybe that night you had some¬ 
thing up your sleeve,” 

“You think I went to bed with you to try to trap you? I 
saw the rich old man’s son and was out for the money? 
Right?” 

“It's hard to know what to think. All I know is that 
you’ve changed.” 

“I don’t know what you think, but here’s the truth,” she 
said. “I made a fool of myself that first night, Brad, I 
ought to tell you that I seldom drink. That night those 
drinks hit me hard. But whatever it was, I did it of my 
own free will. I’m blaming no one, not you or myself. 
But Fm going to leave, Brad, and let’s let it rest, right 
there!” 

He shrugged. “Okay, if you feel that way, quit right 
now,” 

“Now?” She looked at all the paper work on the desk. 
“Don’t you want this cleared up, Brad?” 

“Damn it to hell, Marcella, take off! Beat it! Vamoose! 
Get out!” 

She stared at him. Her face was pale. She knew this was 
the end. He had enough of her. “Ill mail you a check for 
this coming week’s pay. Good luck,” he said turning his 
back on her. 

She went to the closet, got her bag and went up to him. 
“Fm sorry it turned out this way,” He didn’t answer her. 
“Good by and good luck. Brad.” Her heels made clicking 
noises. The door opened and dosed noisily . 

Brad stared out of the window into the company park¬ 
ing lot and wished she hadn’t walked out. He thought of 
running after her. Pride kept him standing at the window. 
Then he thought, Christ, she was a top-notch secretary. 
He remembered the neatly stacked piles of invoices and 
other papers she had put on his desk. She knew the 
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business al! right. What the hell was he going to do without 
ner? Then he got mad at his own weakness Hell, he*d get 
along okay. 

‘Xet ’er go/* he half yelled, 

Whats up, boss? It was Joe Hancock, the backshop 
foreman. He had just walked into the office, in time to 
hear Brad’s outburst 


“Nothing. What’s on your mind, Joe?** 
“Where’s Marcella?** 

“She quit. Pulled out.” 


Joe sat down in Marcella*s chair, “Well HI be damned 

Why?** 


None of your goddamn business, he felt like telling 
Joe, “Just decided to quit, that’s all. Something I can do 
for you?** 

“I hired fourteen new workers this morning. Five are on 
the new stitching-machines/* He hesitated, “Hear from 
Peterson or your father about the raise? I notified Peterson 
last Friday. He just stuttered for a while, muttered some¬ 
thing about having to revise his bookkeeping, or some 
such crap, and that was all.” 

“He’ll call me. Wait and see,” Brad prophesied dully, 

Joe got to his feet, “If you need my help in any way, 
boss, just let me know/* 

“By the way, Joe, you got any female out there who can 
handle Marcella’s work?” 

Joe frowned and rubbed his nose. “My time-keeper 
might qualify of course. She won’t be as good as Marcella, 
Brad, but 1*11 send her in/* 

“Send her in/* Brad answered. 

Brad felt lonesome the minute he was alone. He thought 
of Janice. Should call her. Ten o’clock? Too early. Later 
on, toward afternoon, he’d run out to the Travelers Hotel, 
though. 

He wondered if she’d had any luck renting her rooms. 
The thought again came that her place would be perfect 
for a red-light house. It wouldn’t be hard to grease local 
palms to approve the plan and he wondered what her 
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reaction would be if he mentioned the idea. She’d make a 
hell of a good madam with her looks. Boy, with her looks, 
her body, and his brains the idea would go over big. Yes, 
sir, that was a little business he musn’t forget to discuss 
with Janice. He was sure he did not love her. He was 
also sure he never would. 

The phone rang. He picked it up, thinking, I better 
get a new girl for the phone, I can’t answer them all myself. 

“Brad Smith,” he said into the mouthpiece. 

“What happened to Marcella? She usually answers the 
phone?” It was Peterson in his usual crabby mood. 

“She’s not here. Something I can do for you?” 

“Yes, I wanted to talk to you about your raising salaries. 
Mr. Hancock sent the list showing wage increases over 
here and, I must say, it’s very disturbing.” 

“That’s right. What about it. Mr. Peterson?” 

Peterson hesitated. “Did you contact your father to 
get his sanction on these raises?” 

“No,” 

“I see. . . Old Peterson was groping his way along. 
“And you didn’t contact me, either. Do you think your 
father will agree to your acting independently?” 

Brad decided to grab the bull by the horns. “The re¬ 
lationship between my father and me is really our own 
business, Peterson.” No Mister this time. “Do you agree 
with this principle?” 

"I. . . . Well, to be truthful, I haven’t given It much 
study, Mr. Smith,” 

Brad spoke coldly, “Well, you’d better give it some 
study . , , and right now. Let’s get something straight for 
once and for all, Peterson.” 

A deep pause, “Yes?” 

“I run this factory. You work for me. Is that clear?” 

“Very clear, Mr. Smith.” 

“The salary increases go through. You can call the head 
office in Chicago, if you want, and tell the old man what 
Fm doing around here. I don’t care.” 

“I may do that, Mr. Smith.” 
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He wondered how much influence Peterson had with the 
old man. He knew that Peterson had worked for his father 
almost all of his, Peterson’s, life. Well, what was to be 
done with Peterson was the old man’s worry. 

“Don't you think you were hasty with those raises?” 

“From your point of view, yes. You’d think six months 
before you went to the can, Mr. Peterson. I do things dif¬ 
ferently. You just sit still and stew in your own importance, 
if you like, but don’t interfere with my work.” 

*T don’t have to stand for such language, you know, 
young man.” 

fc T know you don’t. If you don’t like it, quit. After all, 
you work for me and not I for you.” 

“Goodby,” Peterson said. 

Brad hung up, vomiting with anger. He decided to call 
Chicago. It would be best to get his father before Peter- 
son phoned in a pack of goddamn lies. The old man might 
can him if for no other reason than being undiplomatic 
and jumping on old Peterson. 

Brad called the switchboard. “Get me the old man in 
Chicago.” 

“The old man?” 

“This is Brad Smith. Get me my father.” 

“Yes sir. I’ll call you when I make the connection.” 

Brad leaned back and lit a cigarette, A knock came on 
his office door. Christ, that must be Peterson ready for 
a fight. Okay, I’m ready, too. Let’s go. “Come in,” he 
said tightly. 

The door opened and a girl entered. She stood at the 
door and said in one breath, “Joe told me to come in. 
Something about a secretary job. I think the machines 
were making so much noise I wasn’t sure I heard him 
right.” 

Brad got to his feet. This animal was really stacked. She 
was about eighteen and very blonde. She wore a blue silk 
blouse. His experienced eyes told him there was a lot of 
female under the piece of blue. Her waist was small, her 
hips curved just right. He looked at her left hand. She wore 
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a plain gold wedding ring. His heart went down a degree 
but then he remembered the young married things he’d 
met and conquered. Brad hoped this one would prove 
as weak as all the others. 

“What’s your name?” 

“Wilma Travers.” She added, "Mrs. Watson Travels. 

“Sit down, Mrs. Travers.” 

She sat on the edge of Marcella’s chair. Brad sank into 
his chair and asked questions. He learned that she could 
type sixty-two words a minute, could do shorthand, but 
not too well, and had also taken a course in bookkeeping. 

“This next question is not meant to embarrass you, 
Mrs. Travers, but are you pregnant?” 

Her manner changed to ice. “Isn’t that my business? 

“I want a permanent secretary, Mrs. Travers. One that 
will work here and learn this work and not be gone in a 
few months, and that was why I asked that question.” 

She thawed quickly. “Oh, I see now, Mr. Smith. I 
thought at first—No, I’m not pregnant. At least, not at this 
moment ... I think.” 

Brad decided to end the interview. "There’s work on 
the desk,” he said, “So see what you can do with it.” 

It didn’t take him very long before he realized that even 
if she stayed in the office the rest of her life, she’d never 
make the grade. There was nothing upstairs. But- she 
deserved a chance, he felt. Brad decided to give her a 
three-day trial. 

“I’m going to make the rounds of the factory, Wilma. 
Answer the phone and keep yourself busy.” 

He walked out, giving a long look at Wilma’s well 
rounded rear-end before closing the door. 
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It had been a couple of days since he had seen the new 
construction. He was rather surprised to see so much 
activity. Plasterers were slinging cement against the walls; 
carpenters fitted door casings and hung new doors while 
on the roof workers were busy with buckets of hot tar. 
The tar stink coming down through the open windows was 
sickening. 

Building foreman, Carson, remarked to him, tc How 
does it look now, Mr, Smith? I hired more men Eke you 
said I should,” 

"Think you 11 make the deadline?” 

“Ill try damn hard,” 

‘"Keep it up, Carson,” 

When he walked away Brad felt satisfied with himself. 
He had learned quickly one lesson in handling people. 
Sometimes one had to sit on their rumps, drive them and 
make them like it. The old man had told him a number 
of times he’d have that lesson to learn. He hated to admit 
it s but the old man was right on many things. 

On the way back to the office Brad thought of the mess 
89 
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on Marcella’s desk. Damn her, she had no right flying 
out like that, leaving things in such a hell of a state. He 
was going to miss her and in more ways than one. 

There was no one in the office when he returned to it 
The new girl was out somewhere. Probably she was like 
all dames and spending good time in the can. Brad decided 
to call Marcella, hoping to persuade her to come back 
with the company. The woman who answered told him 
Marcella was not at home, 

“Miss Jones left about eleven/’ the landlady said. 

“Is that right?” he answered, 

‘‘Who shall I say called?” 

“Mr, Joseph Hannigan/’ Brad said, thinking the nosy 
bitch. 

“Would you like to leave a number so she could call 
you, Mr, Hannigan?” 

“No. I’ll call her back later.” 

He hung up angrily. Oh, the hell with her. Probably 
sorry she quit her job by now. She can beg foT her job, 
and she wouldn’t get it. He wrote out a memorandum for 
Peterson to send her a check for a week’s pay. 

The door opened and Wilma entered. She said, “I was 
looking for you. Your father was on a Chicago line wait¬ 
ing to talk to you.” 

“Thanks. How’s the work coming along?” 

“So, so, but I’ll get the hang of it, I guess.” 

She got the switchboard girl and Brad was on the phone. 
“Hello, who is this?” 

“Brad.” 

“What do you want. Brad?” 

There was something belligerent about the old man’s 
voice that always made him sore as a boil. No matter how 
he tried to control his anger, the old man’s harsh voice 
always made him see red, 

“Not a damn thing/’ Brad shouted, “When you learn to 
talk like a civilized human instead of a grunting goof, I 
might talk to you.” He hung up. 

Wilma couldn’t help but hear him, but he didn’t care. 
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He leaned back, lit a cigarette and wished he had a drink. 
What the hell was the use of trying to get along with the 
old man. He was a barbarian. Brad wished he had enough 
money to get drunk. 

The phone buzzed. Wilma looked puzzled. 

Brad said, “Hit button two.” 

She found the switch-over and answered, “Mr. Smith’s 
office.” She turned to him. “Your father calline from 
Chicago.” 

“I knew it. Okay, let’s have him,” He picked up his 
phone. “Okay, what’s it now?” 

“What the hell is wrong with you, son? Can’t I say a 
thing without you flying off the handle?” 

“It isn’t what you say,” Brad told him, “but it’s the way 
you say it.” 

“Look, son. I’ve built an empire—” 

“I’ve heard that line too many times.” 

“And you will hear it again, son.” 

Brad did not reply. 

The old man said nothing. 

Silence hung over the Marystown-Chicago telephone 
line. 

Finally the old man said, “Son, you still there?” 

“I’m here.” 

The old man’s voice had lost gruffness now. There was 
something—something almost sad in its tone—but it 
didn’t sadden Brad a bit. Instead, he felt his blood race 
in glee. He was somewhat ashamed about his feeling happy. 

“You must have had a reason for calling. Something I 
can help you with, Brad?” 

Brad started at the beginning. He told about the low 
wages Sleepwell workers got in comparison with other 
local plants; moreover Sleepwell was only running a train¬ 
ing school. 

“The minute a man or woman learns his trade, at our 
expense, he or she hightails out of here to some other 
company for more money, and as a result our production 
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is down. The sales department reports they could sell more 
units, but production is down and so no new sales/* 

“My God,” the old man said huskily. 

The old man sounded as though he were facing bank¬ 
ruptcy, Brad had to smile; he couldn’t help it, 

“You got an answer to the problem. Brad? 1 * 

“I sure have, Pve already put it into operation,” He told 
about the raises per hour he ordered throughout the back- 
shop. He knew die old man was iu a dilemma. There was 
an inner battle going on in him , and Brad realized it. The 
smile grew wider on Brad, 

“Get Peterson off my neck/’ he said, “You sent me out 
here to run this plant* and your manager is not old Peter¬ 
son.” 

“Whafs wrong with him?” 

“Hell, Dad, you know what’s wrong. He’s already called 
you about my orders for a company raise. You can’t bull 
me. You’ve just sat back there, though, waiting for me to 
call. You just didn’t want to call first, that’s all* You wanted 
me to stick my neck out,” 

“I don’t like your attitude, son.” 

“ You haven’t liked my attitude since I was a Cub Scout,” 
Brad told him, “I’m here to increase units in this plant, 
not to argue with you. This raise is going through or else 
you’ll put old Peterson or some other dumb old cluck in 
my place. If I was the boss, Henebath would go out of the 
organization head over heels right now. He did a heU of a 
poor job as manager here,” 

There was another pause. 

“You putting it through?” Brad asked. 

After a long silence his father said, “It’ll go through/’ 
“Give my love to FifL” 

“To who?” 

“Hell,” Brad said, “I might be dumb, but Pm not blind. 
So long.” He hung up with a feeling like he had won the 
heavyweight world title. He thought the phone might ring 
again, but evidently the old man had enough. 
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He waited about five minutes, and then called old 
Peterson. "The raise is going through/’ he said to him, 

Peterson was cautious as a fly circling a saucer of poison. 
“Has your father—er, sanctioned it?” 

Not had he okayed it, but had he sanctioned it. Brad felt 
another shot of glee shoot through him. 

“1 just called him. You adjust your payroll to accomo¬ 
date the raises. Any questions?” 

“None, Mr. Smith.” 

“Goodby,” 

“Goodby.” 

Brad had him on the defensive now. When the auditing 
and other offices were moved to the new building he was 
going to really slam the hooks into old Peterson and 
make him modernize his office. 

Brad could see the auditor sitting at his desk sweating. 
He’d won the battle and he felt good. It sort of puzzled 
him just why he felt good. He had little sympathy with 
the working class. But here he’d pulled off a raise for al! 
of his workers and it gave him a wonderful glow like he was 
important. Of course, it would increase production. If it 
didn’t, somebody would lose bis head, and that head 
would belong to Brad Smith, He leaned back in his soft 
chair looking at Wilma and thought, nice piece. 

The phone rang. He nodded, Wilma hit button two. He 
took up the phone. A silky, sexy, feminine voice said, 
“Brad?” His temperature zoomed to one hundred and 
four. 

“Hello, Janice/’ 

“You busy?” 

“Not too busy. Why?” 

“I was just wondering if you could come out tonight? 
About nine?” 

“Something special?” 

“No, nothing special, I’m taking the night off, though— 
I thought we might see some of the other bars in town. 
When you’re in business you have to give your competitors 
some trade, you know. They in return stop in at your 
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place once in a while. Sort of ritual with us innkeepers, 
Fd say.” 

“By the way, how is the place going?” 

l Tm renting out almost every room each night. You’d 
be surprised at the tourists who stop in on their way down 
from the park. The bar business has fallen off from the 
first night, of course, but that can be expected,” 

“Your cafe should be okay with those four little beauties 
you got taking it on the hoof. They’d make a hamburger 
taste like filet mignon ” 

“Well, thank you, kind sir. Can I count on you tonight?” 

Brad had been considering Ms thin wallet. He knew he 
couldn’t turn down a bid like this—this might be the 
night. He thought of his AM-FM radio sitting on the table 
in his apartment. It wouldn't sit there much longer. 

“At nine,” 

“Good. Goodby, darling.” 

“Goo’by, honey.” 

He left the office at three, loading the radio in the 
Thunderbird. The pawnshop owner who relieved him of 
where he’d pawned his suitcases, gave him a mere twenty 
bucks for the radio that had cost him or rather Ms old man 
almost two hundred bucks. 

Once more back in the car Brad counted his money and 
hoped he ? d have enough to get him through the night. It 
would be wise if they drank at the Country Club, where he 
still had about fourteen bucks worth of credit. 

He had one point in Ms favor, Janice drank sparingly. 
This would be an asset to his dwindling finances. She’d 
likely order a drink, take a sip out of it, and let it stand 
for a long while, which would be all right with him. 

But money became unimportant when he thought that 
he was nearing the moment of knowing her on the 
Sleep well. His skin became suddenly warm as he imagined 
her before him. His heart beat with anticipation. It was 
going to be great to seduce a woman who wasn’t drunk. 
Just for a change. 
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He went to the Travelers Hotel at eight-thirty. He ordered 
a drink at the bar and looked for Janice. She wasn't any¬ 
where in sight, nor for that matter, was Whitey. Brad 
cast his eyes at the waitresses. The way he felt, it would 
take four sleek beauties to satisfy him. 

At about nine Janice put in her appearance. She wore a 
black sheath dress that lovingly caressed her well-endowed 
figure. Her hair was done into a high pile, exposing both 
small ears. Even her little ears were sexy, Brad thought. 
She held out her hands to him. He knew that every male 
eye in the place had zeroed in on them and every male heart 
was jealous to damnation. 

“Why, Brad, how good to see you!” 

Brad glanced at her rising breasts, her sleek thighs 
against the silk and had only one thought in mind. “Good 
to see you. Ready to travel?” 

“Suits me,” she said taking his arm. 

Her light touch set him on fire, 

“Will you mind stopping off at the Elks Club, Janice?” 
I want to see if there's a guy there I know.” 
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“Not at all, Brad. 

She certainly was being agreeable, he thought. 

The reason Brad took her to the Elks Club was purely to 
buOd up his morale. A man likes to have a pretty woman 
on his arm. He felt like a million bocks walking into 
the place knowing the big and small Elks were envying 
hell out of him. The bar was full of Elks and their wives 
or somebody rise’s. One pot-bellied boy eyed Janice and 
hungrily licked his lips. Brad almost had to laugh. 

They had a drink there and then made the Country Club, 
They weren’t there more than ten minutes when Janice 
got talking to the manager. 

“Do you mind, Mr. Smith,” the manager asked, “if 
Mrs. Westbrook and I talk a little business,” 

“Go right ahead. I don't mind in the least.” 

Brad was telling the truth when he said he would not 
mind. He had just spied Marcella. She was with Cal. He 
went over to their table. Cal recognized him and put out 
his hand, 

TVe come over to steal Marcella for a dance, okay?” 
“If it’s all right with her, it is with me,” 

She seemed to hesitate but then said, “But only one. 
Brad” 

When they were in each other’s arms he said, “I’ve got a 
new secretary,” 

“Oh? Is it anyone I know?” 

“Wilma Travers, She was timekeeper in the back shop ” 
“I hope she turns out all right. And by the way the next 
time you call me at the apartment, don’t go under the 
name of Hannigan,” 

Brad smiled. “Your landlady was nosy.” 

“She’s a very nice woman,” Marcella said coldly, “and 
not one bit nosy. What did you want?” 

“To see you, of course,” 

“See me? What about?” 

Brad had to lay his cards on the table, “First, I wanted 
to apologize. Secondly, I wanted to ask you to come back 
to work,” 
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He felt her body stiffen* “I accept the apologies, Brad, 
and maybe I should apologize, too, but I don't care to 
work for Sleepwell any more/* 

Brad decided not to press the point* “Well, I guess you 
know your mind, Marcella*” 

“I didn't make any snap decision. Brad. I knew what 
I was doing.” 

“Okay. Fd like to ask you something else. Would you 
go out with me this coming Sunday? I certainly want to 
see you.” 

“Til be free Sunday, unless something happens between 
now and then. Ill let you know Friday afternoon.” 

Brad breathed easier and he didn't know why. “Have 
you looked for another job yet?” 

“I haven't had time to look for one.” 

“Don't look too hard. 

Her brown eyes glanced up at him. He wondered angrily 
if they were not silently laughing at him. 

“I sent a voucher through for an extra week's pay,” he 
said. 

“You didn't have to do that” 

“But I did.” 

“Maybe I’ll return the check,” 

Brad pulled her in closer to him. His heart swelled feel* 
ing her soft breasts. She fitted comfortably in his arms. 
“Marcella, let's not quarrel.” 

She smiled, her eyes glistening. Then she asked, “Are 
you with Mrs. Westbrook?” 

“Yes*” 

“I thought so.” And then she cried out at him. “Oh, 
Brad, you're only asking for trouble. Don't stick your 
neck out with her. It isn’t worth it.” 

He controlled his resentment. “What are you talking 
about?” 

“She's not good for you. Brad, that’s all” 

“What do you mean by that?” 

“I guess the old saying about people who are infatuated 
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are the blindest, or something like that Will you take me 
to my table. Brad?* 

He didn't answer but took her back to Cal. “Thanks for 
letting me have Marcella, Cal. I enjoyed it, Marcella / 1 

Brad returned to the bar and thought, what was wrong 
with her? He laid it finally on the doorstep of jealousy, 
remembering the first time Marcella and Janice met. It 
was his impression, right off the bat, that they had dis¬ 
trusted and disliked each other. Oh, what the hell, he de¬ 
cided to himself. A man never lived that understood a 
woman. 

He ordered one on the rocks. When he was on his fourth 
drink Janice came up, radiant and glowing. 

“Settle everything?” he asked. 

“He's trying to figure out my success at the inn,* 

“Shall I tell him?” 

“Don’t you dare/’ She then put a hand on his arm. “I 
saw your secretary with a good-looking young man,” she 
observed. 

“My ex-secretary/ f 

“She doesn’t work for you any more?* 

“She quit. Today.” He pushed away from the bar. “Lefs 
go.* 

They went out to the parking lot. A big moon, high and 
bright yellow was out. He opened the door of the Thunder- 
bird. She slid in, sheath dress tight around her thighs. Man, 
this dame kills me, he thought He went around the car and 
got behind the wheel. He realized, dully, he was a little 
drunk. Despite what the boys said about booze, too much 
whiskey always made him lose his sexual desire. He’d best 
watch his drinking if he wanted to make out with her. 

His eyes went to her. In the moonlight shining down 
on her she was very desirable. He reached out, put his 
hand on her arm and pulled her close. She laid her head 
suddenly on his shoulder. 

“Oh, Brad.” she murmured. “Brad, darling.” 

“Yes, Janice honey? What is it, baby?” 
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“Oh, I don’t know,” she answered softly and then sud¬ 
denly pulled from him. 

He watched her with a feeling of confusion as she 
moved away. 

She stared out the window at the stars and the bright 
moon. Brad began to wonder if he was going to get from 
her what he wanted. She wasn’t over-bubbling with desire 
for him as far as he could make out. He wouldn’t be able 
to take her lack of feeling for him so soon after his fall 
out with Marian back in Richmond. He angrily put the 
car in gear and drove out to the road like a wild man. 

They made every booze-joint in town except the ones 
down along the tracks in Skid Row, Brad quit drinking the 
hard stuff straight. He mixed it with plain water and ice, 
diluting the kick of the whiskey. The mixture chased the 
cobwebs out of his brain. They were in some low dive 
when two o’clock closing time was called out by the bar¬ 
tender, 

“Well that means you take me home. Brad.” She said. 

*T guess so,” Brad replied, keeping his voice calm but 
his heart hammered. 

His chance to score had finally come. Brad led her out 
of the joint to his convertible. He took a short-cut home, 
traveling the county road across Strawberry Creek, The 
creek was heavy with trees and he decided to make a big 
pass at her at once. He waited for the right spot and then 
drove off the road into the woods where he parked under 
a spreading live-oak. Moonlight spilled daintily through 
the live-oak’s leaves. It was very quiet among the trees. 
He heard the distant murmur of a nearby creek. 

“Sure is peaceful here,” Brad murmured. 

He turned off the lights and quickly took her in his 
arms, his hungry mouth seeking her lips. This is it, he told 
himself. They kissed long, slowly, passionately. Her arms 
went around his neck. The fingers of one hand played in 
his hair, down along his neck, sending chills through him, 

“Janice, I want you/’ he whispered. 

He could hear and feel the beating of her heart. Her 
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breathing was strong, making her full breasts rise hard in 
his hands. Jesus, he prayed, let me get next to this. He 
lowered his head, nuzzling his lips into the cleavage be¬ 
tween her bosom. He felt her body shiver. 

She gently lifted his head, kissed him quickly, and saii 
“Brad, darling” 

She was weakening, he felt. Brad pressed himself on her. 
In a matter of minutes he'd be enjoying the sweet fruit of 
her passion. His hands explored her body. 

“Please don't, Brad. I can't take too much, darling, Fm 
only human. Please?” 

“I can't stop myself, Janice, I need you, Fve got to have 
you,” 

“I can tell you right here and now I won't give in.” 

Her tone said, I meant it. But he'd heard the same words, 
the same tone, many times before—and had gained his 
goal. His lips found hers again while one hand went down, 
touching her thigh. He found the hem of the dress and 
started slowly working it upward. She wore a panty-girdle, 
he discovered. Well, that kind of equipment was easy to 
get around. He had met and conquered panty-girdles 
before, too. 

Suddenly, she squirmed away from him, pulling down 
her dress. “Fm going to get out of the car . . "if you 
keep acting this way!” Anger flushed her face, visible even 
in the dim moonlight. 

Brad felt baffled, at a loss. He let his arms drop from 
around her, 

“I don’t understand you, Janice.” 

She put her hands over his, entwining her fingers into 
bis, moving up close to his chest saying quietly, “Listen to 
me, Brad, dear. I guess everything has come easily to you 
all your life, especially women. But your money has bought 
your women, I would say. I’m not that kind of woman. I 
can’t be bought. Do you understand? 

Brad had a moment of wry humor. She didn’t know 
about the old man cutting him off at the financial navel. 

“Whafs your point?” he asked bluntly. 
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“Darling, 1 have no point, I had a wonderful husband. 
I loved him dearly. He loved me dearly. He’s only been 
gone seven months,” 

“You can’t wear black all your life. You’re too young 
for it.” 

She continued talking as if he hadn’t spoken. “He had 
his faults and I have mine. Some times the days were 
stormy and some times pure sunshine. We loved each 
other, Brad, and when I think of that past I can’t relax and 
make love with you.” 

He said nothing, staring at the shadow of a tree in the 
moonlight. 

She turned fully to him letting out a full sigh. “Brad 
darling, I’ll lay my cards flat. My late husband and I had 
sex before we were married, and it left me feeling—well, 
not too good inside, Brad. I’ll be honest. I love sex and 
Td love it with you.” 

Brad reached for her. “Then let’s, Janice. Why not, 
honey?” 

“Why not?” You know what you’d do? You’d mark me 
down in your little book as just another one you got easy.” 
She shook her head and said bitterly, “I doubt if, after a 
few times in bed, you’d ever come back again.” 

Christ, he thought, she’s taking me seriously. The 
thought left him rather weak and sick inside. His eyes went 
to her breasts. They glistened under the black sheath like 
twin beacons luring him. He’d have to play along with this 
crazy dame. This was not going to be their night. Maybe 
he’d have another stab at her in the near future. 

He put one arm around her. “Janice, forgive me.” 

Her lips and his met in a sweet and friendly kiss. When 
they broke she kissed him on the cheek. 

“You’re so nice, Brad, Let’s wait, honey, and see if this 
is really, really for us. When I find it is true and real, then 
—well, you know. Brad. . , ” 

“All right, Janice, We’ll wait.” He laughed. “But I 
don’t know how long 1 can wait.” 
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“Maybe we won’t have to wait too long,” she said, 
squeezing his hand. 

He backed the Thunderbird out of the woods to the 
highway and headed for the Inn* She moved over and sat 
close to him* Having her so near and so tempting made 
him wonder if he couldn’t be failing in love with her. 
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Brad kissed her and then watched as she entered the 
Inn. She waved to him from the doorway and went inside 
as the convertible roared away in the night. 

When she opened her door and threw the light switch 
she saw Whitey in her bed. The sight of his hairy chest 
angered her. “You’ve got a bed of your own, haven’t 
you?” 

He scowled looking squint-eyed into the sudden light. 
“What’s eatin* you?” 

She stood off from the bed and looked down at him. 
“Do you think you own this bed? Come on, get to your 
own room,” 

He raised himself on one elbow. He slept raw. The hair 
on his barrel-wide chest was enough to make a big door¬ 
mat. “Don’t play rough with me,” he said thickly. “I 
might give you a fat lip,” 

“Unzipper me,” she said moving her back close to him. 

His huge fingers fumbled with the tiny zipper. He got it 
half-way down when it stuck. She cursed him. He lost his 
temper and tore the dress apart. “I’ll get you a new one,” 
Whitey said pawing her sun-tanned smooth flesh, 
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“You’re just an animal/* she said between her teeth, 

“Yeah, but don’t you love it, baby.” 

She stood up and unhooked her brassiere. He looked at 
her red-tipped breasts. His eyes became marble beads of 
lust. He wet his huge lips, wet them again, eyes riveted on 
her girdle as she pulled it from her hips. 

“Where the hell were you tonight? Tve been waiting/ 1 
he said, moving to make room for her. 

“I was out with Brad Smith.” 

“Did you let him do anything?” 

She whirled on him, curses spewing from her red lips. 
She called him every dirty name that came to mind, and 
she had an active mind. He grinned and lay back, waiting 
patiently for the tirade to cease. She picked up an ash 
tray and flung it at him. He ducked. She threw her shoe 
which he caught tossing it to the floor. He was enjoying 
the fight. She was a blazing hell-cat. She stood in the 
bright light that shone on her creamy skin. Her breasts 
shook with rage as she pointed outside, and yelled: “Get 
out of here!” 

“You’re wasting your breath, woman. I won’t go—and 
you know it. But I take back what I said/’ He threw back 
one side of the covers showing his massive torso, his hair- 
covered thighs. “Get into bed, darling.” 

Janice looked at his thick, strong body. She saw the 
massive thighs, the heavy powerful legs. Something hap¬ 
pened to her inside, shoving away her rage. 

He said, “Turn out the light.” 

Her hand reached and found the switch. Suddenly the 
room was dark. She crept in beside him, her body soft and 
yearning against bis hot body. He put his arm under her 
head. She snuggled against him, her thighs trembling, 

“Let’s not fight,” he said in a soft voice, 

“Okay, Whitey ” 

“Do you think you made any progress with Brad?” he 
asked. 

He tried to make me.” Her laughter was shrill and high. 
“I played the honest little married-virgin act. All about 
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how I loved my late lamented husband, and all that crap. 
For God’s sake, don’t let him know the old man was 
seventy, and that when he died, he didn’t have near the 
money I figured,” 

"You didn’t let on to him you’re running a house, did 
you?” 

"You don’t think I’m nuts, do you?” she asked with a 
laugh. Then she said in a warning voice. "Something 1 
want you to do. Never let a local man sleep with any of 
the girls. We got to keep this joint looking like a real hotel. 
Our trade has to come from the boss in Frisco. Don’t for¬ 
get.” 

Ttn watching. I’m on the job,” 

"Where are the girls tonight?” 

"Each one in her little bed with a hundred buck custo¬ 
mer. We’re making money, honey. Give us just six months 
of this life and well be on easy street. But damn it, don’t 
you ever put out, or I’ll kill you and the guy with you!” 

He meant it. Every word. She shivered. 

“You know me better than that, Whitey. I’m the madam, 
nothing else. Anything special happen this evening?” 

"The D. A. was out” 

He felt her body become rigid. "Yes?” 

"I don’t know about that bastard. We’ve greased 
him . . . but still, I don’t know. We got nothing on him. 
Just cash for protection. He’s like the law—he won’t take 
a check, just cash,” 

“What did he want?” 

"Nothing that I could find out. He came in the back way 
and was in my room sitting there when I came in. We 
talked about nothing important. But I still don’t trust the 
jerk.” 

"He’s been paid enough,” she said finally. “Next time 
he comes, I hope I’m here.” 

"When you gonna put the hooks into young Smith?” 

“Oh, in a week or so. I’m teasing him along. I’m going 
to hit him up for ten grand, anyway.” 
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Hell, that’s chicken feed for him. Make it twenty, any¬ 
way.” 

“Anything you say, lover boy,” she joked. 

His body was warm against hers. She felt the coarseness 
of his hairy body. Her body tingled. She lay on her back 
and put her thighs against his. She found his lips in the 
dark. Heat and passion swarmed over her. Her thighs 
worked, her nipples became hard. Suddenly roughness left 
Whity and he was a tender, experienced man in bed with 
a woman he desired. 

Her arms were around his neck, her finger nails clawed 
at touching his broad, sweaty back. She shifted to a better 
position. Her body tightened, then relaxed, then, suddenly, 
her slim, curvy body writhed. She bit into his ear, bringing 
the bitter taste of blood. He felt no pain. She was on cloud 
seven. They were two rutting, passionate people, oblivious 
of the world around them. 

Then he said chokingly, “I thought I’d die waiting for 
you.” 

“Love me, daddy, love me,” she hissed at him. 
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Brad decided to play the waiting game with Janice. HeM 
played it before with other women. The harder a dame 
was to get, the sweeter the job to get her. Janice called him 
twice during the rest of the week, but it was his hard luck 
that his work would not let him take time off to drive out 
to the Travelers Hotel. 

However, even if he had all the time in the world* his 
old problem would have remained. Money. 

He was broke. His credit at the Country Club was ex¬ 
hausted. The reason he could not get away from the 
office was Wilma Travers. She had little talent and already 
had made a big mess of her work. Toward the end of the 
week, Joe asked, “How’s the female getting along?” 

Brad shook his head. “No dice at all. She can’t get 
the hang of Marcella’s file.” 

Joe rubbed his nose. “I don’t know any one else to send 
in, boss. I just don’t know.” 

“Fm better off alone, Joe. At least then Fd have some 
idea where things were and what was next. 1 think you 
need her back here as time-keeper, huh?” 
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Joe grinned, “I’ll impress her on how essential she is in 
the time-keeping department.” 

The day Wilma Travers went back to the other office, 
Brad called Marcella. After a few social remarks Brad 
got to the point. “Look, I’m on my bended shabby knees, 
Marcella. I need you here and need you bad.” It sounded 
like an errant husband begging his wife to return. “Please 
say you’ll come back.” 

She laughed quietly and hope speared through him 
“Brad, is it that bad, darling?” 

“Worse,” he said. “I’ll look for you Monday?” 

“We have a date Sunday, remember? We’ll talk it over 
then.” She paused. “And Brad?” 

“Yes?” 

“Let’s see if we can enjoy the day? Please don’t have a 
hangover. Okay?” 

He swore softly. 

“What did you say?” 

“I won’t be hung over. Jesus, is everybody trying to re¬ 
form me?” 

"Do I have competition?” she asked very sweetly. 

See you Sunday,” Brad said laughing and hung up. 
The thought came that she had a check coming. It would 
be due over in a few minutes from Old Peterson’s office. 
He hadn’t told Peterson yet that she’d quit. He decided to 
await her decision on Sunday. He wanted to see her. She 
couldn’t be as cold as her voice sounded. He’d deliver 
the check personally after work. An excuse to go to her 
apartment. 

The plant crew got off at five. At four thirty-five the 
timekeeper came in with his check. It amounted to some¬ 
thing under three hundred dollars and, for the first time, 
he realized the meaning of “take-home” pay. Income tax, 
social security, health insurance, and other crap. He said, 
“Do you have Miss Jones’ check, too?” The timekeeper 
handed it to him. “I’ll deliver it,” Brad said. 

He looked at her check. She got paid three hundred a 
month. The gross amount was one-fifty and the deductions 
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pulled it way down. How the heck could she live on such a 
small sum? He remembered her saying that ten cents an 
hour increase in wages meant so much to the workers of 
Sleepwell Mattresses, Inc, Now he realized the truth of 
her statement. Brad went off to pay his debts. 

After he had settled his account with the owners of the 
Country Club and got his stuff out of hock he had very 
little left—of his check. It was just enough for a good 
night’s drunk. He decided to go to the bank for a personal 
loan, swallowing his pride—something he’d been forced 
to swallow rather often lately. 

Towards six o’clock Brad drove over to Marcella’s 
apartment. He knocked and the door opened to him, “Oh, 
it’s you. Brad.” He detected a sour note in her voice. 

She wore a brown house-coat that did wonders to her 
figure. Her hair was in pin curls, 

“Here’s your check,” he said. “Thought Fd deliver it” 
“Oh, thanks,” 

He looked at her hair, “I guess you got a date for to¬ 
night. I was going to ask you to have dinner with me at 
the Country Club.” 

“Oh, Fm sorry, but Fm going out for dinner,” 

“Well, see you Sunday,” he replied and left boiling in¬ 
side, He hoped she’d call him back. She didn’t. He looked 
around when he reached the outer door. Her apartment 
door was closed. 

He drove out to the Country Club. It embarrassed him 
to do it again but he hit the bartender for another check, 
“Carry me for fifty more bucks, Mack?” 

“Sure, Brad.” 

That lifted a load off him. “Thanks. Give me scotch on 
the rocks,” He brooded over his drink. Once more he 
needed more money. Should he hit up the old man for a 
raise? He’d have to make it worthwhile for him, though. 

Of course, he had some statistics that would please the 
money-grabbing soul of the Old Man. The plant had put 
out fifty-six more units this past week since the general 
raise had gone into effect. Thirty-two Sleepwell mattresses 
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and twenty-four box springs. He’d called all salesmen in 
for a talk on Thursday. The talk had been encouraging* 
Each felt he could sell more units once the production de¬ 
partment boosted their rate. 

One of the company’s top salesmen was a pot-bellied 
dignified man named Carl Snodgrass, He and Brad had a 
long talk after the other men had left the inner office, 

“How does our product compare with the other leading 
mattresses and boxsprmgs, Carl?” 

Snodgrass considered carefully, “Well, there have been 
some complaints about the mattress stitching pulling out 
after a few years of use, and Fve had complaints that our 
box-springs were not tied too strongly, but they were 
isolated cases,” 

“Could you sell more units, Carl?” 

‘Well, I’m not too enthusiastic about that. Brad ” he 
answered. “The building boom is slacking down in this 
area because federal money is hard to get in house con¬ 
struction right now. Every time a couple moves into a 
new house it means from one to a half dozen units, depend¬ 
ing on the size of the family. But then Fm told that the 
government will release more money soon for housing 
projects. So it’s hard to say,” 

“Thanks,” Brad said. “See you again,” 

The thought came that if a surplus became piled up in the 
warehouse the old man would climb on his rear with pointed 
spurs. Brad found himself wishing he knew more about 
the business. With that desire came the appalling feeling 
that he was becoming interested in the mattress business* 
That thought was rather alarming. He had visions of be¬ 
coming fat, pot-bellied and talking first about money* 
secondly about sex. So far sex had always taken the upper 
interest in his mind. He found himself inwardly amused. 

Brad looked out of his window into the parking lot, saw 
his convertible, and decided a drink would be just the 
thing for him. He told the switchboard to take all his calls 
and then left the building. 

In a matter of minutes he was at Janice’s joint. There 
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were only a few customers* Whitey was not tending bar. 
In his place was a young, dark-haired man about thirty 
whom Brad had not seen before* He ordered his usual 
whisky, “Is Mrs. Westbrook around?” 

“She and Whitey went somewhere. About two hours 
ago,” the bartender said. 

Brad didn’t ask where she’d gone* One of the red-haired 
waitresses came past him* He glanced into the dining room 
and saw only a man at a table* She’d not be too busy for 
a drink* “Have a drink with me?” he asked her. 

She showed white even teeth* “No can do, Mr* Smith, 
Boss’ orders* No drinking with the customers*” 

Brad ran his eyes over her* She wore a black nylon uni¬ 
form that fit closely and showed what she owned. She 
owned plenty* “We could go some other place. 

“I have to work until six,” 

“Well, after six, then*” 

“Sorry. I have a date for tonight.” 

He watched her pretty derriere until the swinging-door 
of the kitchen hid it from sight* He returned to his drink. 
Evidently she was the only waitress on shift now* He was 
reasonably sure she did not have a date because her voice 
had not been too sincere* He’d got the feeling her excuse 
had come on the spur of the moment* Evidently the sign 
had gone out. Janice Westbrook’s property. No cutting in, 
girls* 

It would be the same with the other three waitresses, 
he realized* He paid for his drink and left. No use staying 
there with Janice away. He wished longingly to know other 
women, one that would comply with what he wanted* He 
hadn’t been a virgin for a long, long time. Usually he had 
an ace in the hole that he utilized if all other prospects 
failed to materialize but this time, for the first time in his 
life, he did not have such a handy ace* Apparently Marys- 
town was a tough town in which to build a harem. 

Marcella was his only prospect, but she’d slammed the 
door in his face* He thought of Margie and Marian over in 
Richmond. There’d be no use calling them or dropping in 
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on them. By this time Marian would have spread the word 
to Margie. No pay, no flop. Margie would have her legs 
tied together, too, and he’d be damned if he ever paid for 
any of it when the women in the U. S, far outnumbered 
the men. There was a surplus so why pay hard cash across 
the line? 

But where was this surplus? He only wanted one of 
the surplus, not a mob—but where was this one? That was 
the problem. 

He realized he could pick up some floozie in some bar, 
dope her with booze, and then make the grand and final 
pitch. He’d done it before and been scared for weeks that 
he'd run into some v. d., but so far he’d been lucky. He 
gave this angle some thought, too. He decided against it. 
The suspense was not worth the moment of passion. 

He went back to the Country Gub. The little red-head. 
Hazel Montgomery, was waiting on tables in the dining 
room. He thought her legs looked cute in her uniform. 
She smiled at him while hurrying by with a tray of grub, but 
the smile was not a come-on one. He noticed that a young 
gink sitting at the end of the bar had caught her smiling 
at him. The young gink looked daggers at Brad through 
the bar mirror. He had shoulders a yard wide, and a chest 
that was a yard deep. Brad immediately wiped Hazel's 
name off the mental list he’d endeavored to collect. 

He decided to get drunk. 

He couldn't. It puzzled him. He poured booze down 
and got only slightly high. The thought of his empty 
apartment made him gloomy. Looking into the bar mirror. 
Brad saw Marcella Jones and a young buck enter. She 
certainly got around, all right. He wondered if she had her 
legs sewed together with that guys, too. 

Their eyes met in the mirror. Her eyes showed nothing, 
not even passing interest. The young buck was steering 
her into the dining room, hanging onto her elbow like it 
was a Mae West and he was marooned on a rough sea. 
They passed out of sight through the wide doorway. The 
hell with this, Brad decided, as he slid off the stool He 
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nodded to Hank, and left with a bad taste in his mouth. 
He drove idly around for awhile but then headed west 
across the Feather River. Ten miles out of Marystown he 
saw some neon lights ahead. The joint was a big barn-like 
affair set in the live-oak trees. Cars were parked around 
it and the tinny sound of an orchestra playing inside came 
out to him, 

A huge sign read: LIVE OAK INN. Under that it said: 
beer, cocktails, wine. Dancing: Friday and Saturday nights 
each week. 

He jammed the Thunderbird into a stall, straightened 
his tie, and headed toward the door, A group of teen¬ 
agers argued outside the place. Lots of noise but little ac¬ 
tion, he thought, and went inside. The joint had evidently 
been a bam. It stunk like one too, not of cows and horses 
but of closely packed sweating, stinking humans who 
were mostly of the beatnick type. He found a seat at the 
bar and ordered bourbon over the rocks. The stool on his 
right was empty. Suddenly it was filled by a young female 
wearing just as little as the law allowed. 

She had dark hair and wore bright red lipstick, “Hello.” 

Brad glanced at her. He judged her to be about seven¬ 
teen, Her front bulged against her blouse. She wore white 
shorts and was barefooted. She had sun-tanned inviting 
thighs. 

“Hello,” he replied. 

*Tm Martha.” 

*Tm Joe.” 

“Hello, Joe.” 

“Hello, Martha.” 

Really scintillating uplifting conversation. Me Tarzan. 
You Jane, We live jungle. No trees in jungle. Cars only. 
Me Tarzan. You Jane, It spelled up to one thing—jail- 
bait. Ten years mooning time away behind bars. 

“Buy me a drink, Joe?” 

“Why?” 

Her eyes took him in angrily. “Ah, go to hell,” she 
said, and slid her inviting derriere off the stool. Brad 
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watched her stalk away in the mirror. She went over to a 
group of punks who were trying to raise beards. She 
talked with them. He noticed the punks looking his direc¬ 
tion. He glanced at the bartender. The bartender had seen 
the act and was watching the punks. Finally the wide¬ 
shouldered punk strolled over and tapped Brad on the 
shoulder, 

"‘What fhell is wrong with you, Buster?” 

Brad watched him in the mirror. The muscles on his 
belly were tight. His thighs were compressed springs, toes 
on the bar-rail. 

“Not a damn thing, Buster,” Brad said. 

From the corner of his eye he noticed the bartender 
reaching under the bar for something and he guessed a 
billy. He saw the punk double up his left fist. He put every¬ 
thing he packed behind his knuckles. Feet solidly on the 
floor, body arched and tense, his fist hammered on the 
punk’s whiskers. The punk’s hands flew in the air. He 
went backward, smashed into the group with the girl, and 
then sat down, blood coming from his mouth. He was 
dazed and half-out. 

The bartender carried the big end of a billard cue, the 
loop around his huge wrist, “Thanks,” he muttered, eyes 
on the group. “You’d best get out, stranger. I know you 
can handle your dukes but these hoys pack toad-stickers 
on them.” 

Brad said, “Thanks,” and his voice was jerky. 

The bartender moved around the end of the bar. Every 
rooster and hen on stools had twisted around to watch. 
The bartender had a belly like a fifty-five gallon drum. He 
said, “You punks stay right where you are, savvy?” He 
looked sideways at Brad. “You wanna file a complaint, 
Joe? IT1 back you up,” 

“You’ll lose trade,” Brad said. 

“These punks are drivin’ away more trade than they 
take in. All of them are just about under twenty-one and 
they’ve all got forged I, D. cards. They’ve got me in bad 
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two times—-liquor to minors. Next time I lose my license* 
I’d rather lose these bastards first” 

Brad said, “So long,” and left 
The punks outside were still arguing about how fast 
their hotrods were, hammering and pounding each other* 
They evidently had not heard the strife inside. Brad knew 
he shouldn't have hit the punk. He wondered if there would 
be any repercussions. He doubted it. None of them knew 
his name, Marystown was big enough to keep his identity 
hidden in, unless he happened to accidentally meet one of 
these bastards face to face, which was very illogical. 

He backed out, gunned the Thunderbird, and left He 
had a bitter taste in his mouth. He'd hammered one 
knuckle down pretty well; it ached, but not much* He’d 
hurt his hands more in college boxing, he realized. 

The night was over for him . 

He drove home. He undressed and went to bed to read. 
What in the hell was wrong with the young generation? 
Were they all sex-nuts, car-crazy, and worthless? Then 
suddenly he thought, Hell, I’m thinking like the Old Man 
talks, and that made him smile. 

Sleep finally came. 

He dreamed of shapely young women 




The picnic lunch was already packed when he’d arrived 
at her apartment at ten that Sunday morning. She’d been 
watching for him and came running out carrying a blanket 
and a basketful of grub. He hadn’t had a chance to get 
into her apartment. She had told him not to buy some 
booze and so he got two six-packs of beer. The whole 
thing had started out lousy. He’d wanted to get into her 
apartment hoping to start something, but she had him out 
in the car one, two, three. 

“You look like a million, Marcella,” 

“I return the compliment,” she said gaily, sliding into 
the Thunderbird. “I know an ideal picnic spot up the 
river.” 

Another picnic? He’d spent last Sunday on a picnic with 
Marian. The old picnic kid, he thought wryly of himself 
and found no pleasure in the thought. He enjoyed picnics 
and ants about as much as an alcoholic enjoyed water, 
“Lead me to it,” he said, pretending pleasure. 

They took the River Road past Janice Westbrook’s 
Travelers Hotel, Had he been alone he’d gone in for a 
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shot of booze and a possible sight of Janice. “What hap*- 
pened to your hand?” she asked. 

He told her he’d been in the backshop and had got it 
hurt in a machine. It had been rather swollen but he’d 
soaked it in Epsom Salts and it was now a little blue 
around the knuckles with most of the swelling gone, 

“Little boys shouldn’t be doing things they don’t know 
how to do,” she said, smiling. She reached for his hand 
and kissed his knuckles, 

“Only way little boys will ever leam,” he said. 

Her brown eyes studied him* “You’ve changed a lot 
since you came here. Brad.” 

He smiled. “Changed? How?” 

“Well, you seem more—” she searched for the right 
word—‘"well, more responsible* I guess that is the right 
word,” 

“Responsible?” 

She colored slightly. Her white teeth nibbled daintily on 
her pretty bottom lip, “Gh, I’m always sticking my number 
twelve in my big mouth. So , ,, I might just as well blunder 
ahead, in my usual stupid manner. What I meant is this* 
Brad-—you seem to have taken an interest in the plant, or 
so it seems to me. Well, let’s drop the subject, please. I 
know what an aversion you have toward any kind of work, 
or so you once told me.” 

He looked at her. She was a radiant young woman; a 
wonderful body, and a sharp mind. She’d make some man 
a hell of a good wife. That thought scared him. Matrimony 
to him had been always for the fools that were either caught 
ahead of time on a mattress or who momentarily lost their 
heads and tied the knot. He could not see himself married, 
at least not for some years. Besides it would be his luck 
to hitch up with a type who wanted four or live brats. He 
had no desire to change stinking diapers or handkerchief 
running snotty noses, 

“You’re right, Marcella,” he was forced to admit. “I 
am finding myself interested in my job.” And before he 
knew it he’d told her about the raise in wages* how he’d 
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fought and whipped the old man and Peterson, and how 
the plant had produced fifty-six more units the past week. 

She listened carefully with her knees drawn high on the 
seat, facing him, her head was cocked birdwise. When he 
finished she said, “Brad, that's wonderful. Your father will 
be proud of you,” 

“Not if the units don't sell right off the bat.” 

“Oh, they'll sell, Brad, I worked in that office long 
enough to know something about the business. All that 
plant needed was adequate management. I think it has it 
now in you.” 

“Thanks a lot, Marcella,” 

He felt good inside. He just couldn't help it. The thought 
came that now would be a good time to ask her to return 
to her job* “Marcella, I'd like to have you come to work.” 

“I don't know, Brad.” 

“Look,” he said quickly, “The past between us is dead. 
I see your point now. We both acted too prematurely,” 
She was blushing slightly and her eyes would not meet 
Ms. “I am genuinely sorry, Marcella,” 

“All right. Let's never mention it again?” 

“A pact, darling.” Her hand meeting his was warm. T 
need you—and need you desperately—in the office. Please 
come back,” 

‘That’s just the trouble Brad, You need me too much,” 

“What do you mean?” 

“This may sound foolish, but this is the way I think. 
Your father sent you out to learn how to run his Marys- 
town factory. If 1 come back, Brad, you’ll find yourself 
depending too much on me. 

“Why do you say that?” 

“I know this will sound silly, but Ill say St anyway. 
You'll be depending too much upon me to pull tojta through 
when it gets tough at the plant. And if 1 did that, you'd 
not develop as rapidly as you should.” 

Brad knew she was right but he'd be the last to admit it 
He had lots of the old man’s bullheaded ways in him. 

“I don't agree.” 



THE MATTRESS GAME 121 

*T didn’t think you would,” she said quietly* “But I said 
it, and I believe it* I won’t come back.” 

“You won't come back?” The words were torn from him* 
“Well, IT be god—” He caught himself* 

"‘You didn’t let me finish,” she said calmly. 

Anger still rimmed his words. “What fhdl is this, 
anyway? A kind of a guessing game—verbal postoffice, or 
some such crap?” 

“Brad, let me think it over, please.” 

“You’ve had a week,” 

"‘Let me have another week. IT1 be gone all this coming 
week. I’m going to Los Angeles to visit my aunt and uncle. 
I think Fil come back the week after that,” 

“You just think so?” 

“I’m pretty sure Fil be back then.” 

“I can run an ad. I can hire another secretary.” 

She shrugged, “Well, that’s your privilege. Brad, Do that, 
then. But let’s not spoil this beautiful day. Let’s be friends. 
Brad—but be good friends, because I want it that way .,, 
for now.” 

He could do nothing but go along with her. She was a 
riddle to him. Allowed him to love her the first night 
they’d met and then refused him afterwards. It didn’t make 
sense. Not to him, anyway. 

The thought came that maybe she was playing with him 
just as he was playing with Janice Westbrook. Maybe 
she wanted to angle him around and march him to a 
justice of peace. Was this her way of getting her hooks 
into the old man’s millions? She wasn’t that type or was 
she? He felt confused. 

“I give up,” he mourned. 

She smiled at him. “Please don’t, Brad,” 

“You mean there’s a chance for me?” he questioned 
sarcastically. 

“Brad, please—don’t talk that way, * * 

He decided to remain silent, and enjoy the scenery. 

The picnic ground was on the east bank of the Feather 
River on a neck of land that jutted out into the water* 
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Here the river came out of the canyon and went roaring 
mad. It smashed against boulders* swirled and eddied, 
then* still angry, slid down-stream. It was a public camp¬ 
ing ground maintained by the county. There were many 
cars parked near them and this irritated him. Brad had 
hoped to get a secluded spot. A man couldn’t work toward 
an objective with a snot-nosed kid gawking over his 
shoulder. He was in a worse predicament than he’d been 
last Sunday with Marian. 

She had bought steaks, potatoes and charcoal His job 
was to start the fire in the barbecue pit. She opened two 
cans of beer. He took a long swallow and felt better. 

She stretched, arms up, breasts jutting against the 
sweater. Her eyes glowingly looked around at the pines 
and eucalyptus trees. “This is just wonderful, Brad. Did 
you and your mother and father go on picnics? 1 * 

“I don’t remember one. My mother died when I was 
twelve. I had a procession of housekeepers bossing me 
around after that.” 

He didn’t mention the number of times the old man had 
bailed him out of juvenile court and later the dink, 

“Isn’t that a cute little girl over there in the pink dress?” 

Brad didn’t want to look at little girls. He wanted to 
look at naked big girls. He pretended being busy with the 
fire. “Sure is,” he grunted, 

“You didn’t even look?” 

“Yes I did. From the corner of xny left eye.” 

“Brad, some times you’re impossible!” 

He didn’t answer that. What was the use? One word 
would lead to another, and there’d be more friction be¬ 
tween them. He got the fire going and laid on the steaks. 
He’d never barbecued a steak before. He found himself 
getting interested in the stupid, inane task. He told her 
about his first experience frying bacon, and she laughed, 
shoving a can of beer into his hand. “I’ve had my quota 
for today,” she said. 

His heart went down two feet. Apparently she didn’t 
even want to drink beer. His mind went back to the party 



THE MATTRESS GAME 


123 


he*d thrown on arrival with the salesmen. She'd been 
swacked to the gills. The next morning while they'd been 
in her bed she'd told him she'd not expected the drinks 
to be so stiff. She'd practically put both feet against his 
naked back and booted him out, too. The more he thought 
of her chastity now, the more confused he became—so he 
stopped thinking. 

She said, “Oh, the coffee ” for the pot had over-boiled. 
Before she could get to it he’d lifted it off the grating with 
a pot-holder she’d brought along. He moved it back where 
it would get less heat. The aroma of the steaks filled the 
scented air. He breathed deeply, feeling physically like a 
million bucks. Maybe there was something to this staying 
off the booze? Or, at least, just hitting it mildly, not de¬ 
voting a lifetime-ambition to destroying the output of the 
distilleries. 

He had arrived at one conclusion: he'd make a grand 
pitch for her today and if he missed he'd devote Ms time 
to Janice Westbrook, who seemed a more likely prospect* 
He still wanted her as his secretary, though. He told him¬ 
self that, with her as his sec, he'd have that much less 
office work. This was true—but was it the main reason? 

They ate steaks and drank coffee and what little effect 
the beer had had on him, instantly vanished. The best 
way in the world to break a glow, he thought, was to eat 
a damn big steak. Her potato salad was a marvel. They 
ate slowly, hardly speaking. He saw her frown a few 
times, head down over her plate. They cleaned up after 
eating, putting things back into the picnic-basket and 
throwing the paper plates into a garbage can. Then they 
walked to the river. Brad caught her hand but it had no 
response. To be stubborn he stiff kept hold of it 

Brats were playing along the river in the sand, hollering 
and whooping. They didn't dare go swimming because of 
the stiff current. They sat on a huge boulder, her hip 
pressing against his. He moved over discreetly. He couldn't 
take that very long without making advances right here in 
front of the brats and their anxious mothers and fathers. 
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“Let’s go for a drive/’ he said, 

“Okay.” 

He helped her down from the boulder. Her thighs 
showed naked as she got into the car and his breath 
caught in his throat. They crossed the river and went to¬ 
ward the east, following a country road. They topped a 
hill and below was a small creek. He looked for a turn-off 
and found it, wheeling the Thunderbird out of sight about 
a hundred yards from the road in the trees and brush, 

“Brad, please. , . 

Anger grabbed him in steel hooks. “Damn it to hell, 
what’s the matter with you, anyway?” 

Anger flushed her face. “Don’t you dare talk to me 
like that! I’m not smooching, because one thing will just 
lead to another. I know it will!” 

Brad pulled her close to him. She tried to avoid his lips 
by moving her head. He kissed her but she did not kiss 
him. Her magnificent body was rigid under his arms. Her 
lips had no life. He pinned her against the seat, putting 
one knee between her bare legs, prying them apart. She 
shoved at him, both hands against his chest. She couldn’t 
budge him; his hand moved inward, feeling her firm thighs* 
She pushed harder and squirmed her mouth out from 
under his and half yelled. 

“Brad, stop it, please!” 

He was motivated now by pure anger. The maddening 
desire to make her part of him was being spurred by 
rage. His tongue touched against hers. He heard her gasp. 
For a moment he thought she would fall to passion. Her 
hands left his chest and went around him. The thought of 
victory surged through him, pounded at his blood and 
mated in his ears. But the hands that tightened on his 
back, pulled at his flesh—were claws eot of passion, but 
hate. 

He lifted his head, looked into her eyes, and saw tears* 
His passion left and sanity took over control. He moved 
slowly out of his convulsive embrace and sat back behind 
the wheel, staring straight ahead. 
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Brad said clearly, ‘Tm damn sorry, Marcella. But when 
I looked at your legs, your body—■” His voice stiffened. 
“Why the hell, of all things, did you have to wear shorts?” 

“Brad, darling—surely you must have some self-con¬ 
trol, haven’t you?” 

“I guess not with you.” 

She leaned over and kissed his cheek. “Let’s finish our 
ride, huh?” 

“Sure,” he agreed unhappily. 

It was nine when they reached her apartment. 

4 Tll help you carry things to your apartment,” he 
offered. 

“There is so little. I can carry it all.” She stood beside 
the Thunderbird. “Do you still want me to come to work 
a week from Monday?” 

He hesitated, then said, “Of course.” 

She caught his hesitation and frowned. “I’ll be there* 
Brad.” 

“I hope you have a nice time in L. A. Call me some 
time during the week.” 

“Ill call you on Thursday at ten in the morning. And 
you be good, darling.” 

Before he could answer she was going up the walk, 
carrying the blanket and the basket. With a feeling of 
bafflement he watched her until the door shut behind her* 
Ha slid the Thunderbird away from the curb and drove 
toward the Travelers Hotel. 

The bar had only a few customers. To his surprise 
Janice Westbrook was bartender. The black uniform ac¬ 
centuated her ebony hair and she moved with a ballet 
dancer’s grace. She had a smile for him. 

“Well, how did you spend the day, Brad?” 

“Loafing around home.” 

“I called your apartment about three. The landlady 
said you weren’t in.” 

“Three,” Brad feigned thought. “Oh, I must have }ust 
stepped out to mail a letter. Why didn’t you call again?” 

“Thought maybe you were out on a date.” 
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“With whom?” he said smilingly. 

“Young men get around, you know. Especially young 
men with a nice new Thunderbird and lots of money. 
Maybe you don't know it. Brad, but you’re quite a catch 
in this town. Oh, Fve overheard a few conversations in 
the dining-room, and a number have eyes on you,” 

Brad wished one of his admirers were handy to roll on 
a SleepwelL It was amusing that she'd mentioned other 
women were interested in his, or rather, his old man’s 
dough. It was obvious that was interested in him as a per¬ 
son, not as a potential millionaire. 

She glanced up the bar where two customers were 
twirling empty glasses and hurried to fill their liquid 
orders. Brad sipped his drink and waited for her to return, 
which she did in about five minutes, 

“Where’s Whitey?” he asked. 

“Somewhere around here. Probably in his room read- 

* _ ** 
ing, 

“Reading? A comic book, huh?” 

“You hit it on the head. That’s his mental limit ” 
“This is none of my business,” he said, “but why do 
you keep that ape around?” 

She shrugged dainty shoulders, “He’s a good worker. 
He works for less, too. I'm just getting started, Brad. I've 
invested every cent I had in this business. I've been forced 
to sign notes. Fve got to watch every penny.” 

One of the blonde waitresses wheeled past with a loaded 
tray. Brad watched her pretty derriere with desire welling 
up in him. Two middle-aged guys, apparently business men 
from their well-dressed appearances, seated at the end of 
the bar, had their eyes on her, too. Brad had never seen 
them before and doubted if they were local products. The 
thought came that this bar held more out-of-town men 
than any bar in town, including the Country Club. But 
that was only logical, he realized; this was, in reality, a 
hotel. 

“How late you going to work?” he asked, 

“Until dosing time. Two.” 
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fi T0 wait.” 

“Brad, there is nowhere to go after two. All the bars 
are dosed and the town is sealed up.” 

No place to go, she’d said! Hell, there was always a 
bed. Nobody wanted to stagger around a dead town that 
early in the morning! He was getting nowhere in a hell 
of a hurry! 

“And Fm dead tired, Brad,” 

At that moment Whitey ambled through the back door. 
He wore brown slacks, and a gaudy Hawaiian sport shirt 
was draped over his hulking shoulders and sandals covered 
his elephantine feet. The shirt was loud enough to be 
heard downtown. Whitey glanced at Janice, grizzly head 
swiveling on the bole-like neck, and then his piggish eyes 
went over Brad, Brad could read no glee in them. He 
wished he had a hickory club. A heavy one, with a good 
swing. 

Whitey slid his huge bottom on a stool at Brad’s left 
“Howdy, everybody,” he rumbled. “FU take a coke-high, 
bartender.” He showed his teeth in a wide smile. His 
teeth needed a cleaning. 

It was like turning a fire-hose on the proceedings* 

An angry frown appeared for a moment between 
Janice’s finely pencilled brows. Brad had the feeling that 
a huge hunk of meat had suddenly been hung between 
him and Janice. He killed his drink and said, “Be seeing 
you folks,” and left the bar. 

He sat in his car thinking that there was something be- 
toeee Janice and Whitey. He imagined her soft body lying 
under Whitey’s huge hulk. The thought made him sick at 
his belly. Oh, hell, that couldn’t be possible. Janice would 
never hit the sack with that ambling ape. She was a woman 
with some respectability, he hoped. 

He drove angrily back to his apartment. Whatever 
foolish hopes he’d nourished had been doused by Whitey’s 
stinking presence. There was no other place to go. Coun¬ 
try Club, maybe—but what was there? Just a bunch of 
drunks. The poker game at the Elks? Temptation was 
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strong. He wanted revenge on the Elks, Then he remem¬ 
bered the two mules sitting in helping the dealer so he 
went home. 

The apartment seemed empty and without feeling. He 
perked some coffee, got out some doughnuts, and munched 
and drank as he read the Sunday papers. After fifteen 
minutes he threw the paper on the floor and went to bed 
He lay thinking. 

He'd missed out on all angles. 

He’d not make another pass at Marcella. 

He’d point his gun at only one female. She had a body 
that would make a monk weep in desire, 

Janice Westbrook, 
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Monday mqkntng he talked to Joe Hancock out in the 
back-shop. The working force was trickling in, punching 
the time-clock, and filing their time-cards in die slots. 
One had already started up his stitching machine although 
it was, by the clock, eight minutes to the hour. 

Mrs. Travers was checking time-cards. She did not 
glance at him, Brad noticed, nor did she say good morning 
to him. Evidently she felt embarrassed and had lost some 
face because she could not hold down the secretary job* 
Brad got Joe to one side, 

“You got anybody else in here who can type or file or 
take dictation?” 

Joe hesitated. “You want somebody who can work or 
somebody who just looks good and who might be a pros¬ 
pect?” A blunt man, this Joe Hancock. 

Brad had to smile. He told him that Marcella would 
be back next week. "Somebody just for the week, Joe, 
Thell with her looks. Just so she can do the work right. 
When we move in the new building I’ll need another 
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office girl anyway* Impress her with the fact that she'll 
get the job in the new building—that is, if she is com¬ 
petent/" 

‘Til send m a female/’ Joe said* 

Brad went to his office* The phone started ringing. Old 
Peterson wanted this and that, four salesmen called in, 
and he was aware that a woman had entered the door lead¬ 
ing to the back-shop* He motioned to her to sit down 
without glancing at her. The last phone call completed 
he turned in his chair and faced her. His first thought was 
that Joe had not run a beauty-contest to select a possible 
secretary. 

He judged her to be in her early thirties. Her name was 
Mrs* Millie Tanner* She had blonde hair that evidently 
frequently met the dyeing-pots. She was about five-six, 
weighed about a hundred and twenty, and was sort of 
attractive in an unattractive way. She had a common face 
with blue eyes. 

Brad carefully explained the situation. One week in 
here and a possible job as understudy and helper to Mar¬ 
cella in the new building, but she had to prove her capa¬ 
bilities first. 

She could take shorthand and type, she said. He did 
not ask her speeds; the job was hers and she could get to 
work. She went to work immediately. It didn’t take her 
long to show him she was competent. Within an hour she 
had everything that needed his signature on his desk, had 
assorted the various letters that demanded immediate an¬ 
swers, and had already discreetly put Old Peterson off the 
line, for which Brad silently thanked her. 

The old man called at eleven, Mrs. Tanner hit the right 
button. “Brad?” His voice was its usual arrogant and over¬ 
bearing self. It rasped Brad to anger. 

“You just caught me walking in,” Brad said. “I got 
drunk as a lord last nieht. Hangover a mile wide and a 
mile long right now. Make it brief.” 

“Damn it, boy, are you trying to make me mad?” 
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“Your usual state/’ Brad said, “What’s on your mind? 
If nothing there, hang up~I got to get to work*” 

He glanced at Mrs. Tanner, She was reading something 
and her homely face was dead as concrete, 

“All Fve got back,” Mr, Smith said, “is good reports.” 

“Wait a minute/’ Brad said, “I just fell out of my 
chair,” 

“Boy, settle down, please. Quit riding the old man,” 

Brad had to smile. He had his father on the defensive 
* . . for once, anyway. He’d worked a long time for this 
moment. He almost hit him up for some jack, then de¬ 
cided he’d not humble himself. 

“You intend to expand further?” the old man asked. 
“If you do, son, you have my permission!” 

God Almighty, the old man was conceding that he had 
some intelligence and, for once, was trusting his judgment. 

Brad broke down. He talked earnestly, sensibly, and 
all the old man did was grunt assent. Brad hated to admit 
it but, in making his father happy, he sort of made him¬ 
self happy. 

“How’s the social life, son?” 

“What do you mean? How many females Fve had since 
coming here? That what you mean?” 

The old man screamed into the phone. “For god’s sake, 
don’t be so damn blunt! No, I don’t mean women, you 
fool! Hell, that’s your business, not mine! I mean have 
you joined any social dubs or lodges or anything like 
that?” 

“I can’t qualify. I haven’t got a big belly and I’m not 
two axe-handles wide across the bottom.” 

The old man moaned. “This company has a require¬ 
ment that each of its managers has to assimilate himself 
into the community where his plant is. They have to be¬ 
come part of the community either through boys’ clubs, 
social clubs or churches.” 

“You never go to church.” 

“I own this company. I’m not a manager.” 
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Brad grinned* “WelJ, this manager isn’t following that 
requirement. You can can him first” 

The old man paused, 

“You got anything important to say?” Brad asked, “If 
not, let’s cut this short* Fve got some correspondence I 
have to get out*” 

“Not a thing, boy* I hope yon like your job.” The old 
man hesitated. “And would it be asking to much to know 
whether or not you miss your father, just a little?” 

“I miss you every minute/’ Brad said solemnly. “WeE, 
so long, darling father*” He hung up* 

He grinned quietly, looking at his desk* He’d scored a 
victory—and a big one—but for some reason Ms tongue 
had no sweet taste. 

The thought came that maybe the old man did miss 
him, illogical though it seemed, and it saddened him. 
Perhaps he missed his trips to the poEce station to bail 
him out, Brad thought sourly* 

Then he thought of Fifi* 

Fifi had shiny black hair, Fifi was built the way a female 
was meant to be built. She had big knockers and plump 
thighs. Hell, the old man couldn’t be lonesome, not with 
Fifi to fall back on! Fifi was a genius on a Sleep well. 

Maybe Fifi had quit? 

He’d give his back teeth to have Fifi here in Marystown 
if for only ten minutes. Or even five * . , or four; He did 
not like the thought but it kept popping through his brain 
that the old man, even at his advanced age, was doing 
better in Chicago than he, the son, was doing in Marys¬ 
town. 

This made him think of Janice Westbrook, 

He gave her a mental time-limit of two weeks from 
today. And if Janice hadn’t kicked through in that time 
. . , then Janice would be erased from the list of possibles. 

A busy man on the lookout just couldn’t waste too 
much time on any one particular female* Nor his money, 
either. Which reminded him that he’d spent very little 
money on Janice. Maybe that was what was wrong? He 
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wondered if she’d by chance talked to Mack over at the 
Country Club and found out about his bum check and 
the credit he had established there? 

Could be. . . . 

He doubted that. Mack and Hank, the night bartender, 
were of the old school, and told no tales. He was sure 
neither had told her. 

But this waiting was getting tiresome. She’d been mar¬ 
ried once. She wanted it too—unless she was getting it 
somewhere else. Surely not from that stinking ambling 
ape, Whitey? 

l Tm ready for dictation, Mr. Smith,” Mrs. Tanner said. 

Her legs were crossed demurely, knees covered. Brad 
wondered if every woman in Marystown had her legs 
locked. He dictated, leaning back in his chair, smoking a 
cigarette. He asked once, “Too fast, Mrs. Tanner?” She 
said, “Mo, not a bit, Mr. Smith,” 

He finished in about half an hour. By two she had all 
the letters ready for his signature. There was nothing 
much left to do in the office. He went out to supervise the 
new building. He got the blueprints, laid them on the floor, 
and studied them. Just about like a complicated road map. 
The top of the print was north. He nodded to John Car- 
son, the boss, and paid him no more attention. Then he 
sauntered around the building, the blue-print complete to 
details in his mind, and was going for his car when Mrs, 
Tanner came out of the office and said, “A phone call, Mr. 
Smith.” 

“Something important,” 

“A woman calling. I didn’t ask her name.” 

Probably Marcella, he thought, and his heart lifted 
slightly. It was not Marcella—but the soft sex-heavy voice 
of Janice Westbrook, *Tm sorry about last night. Brad,” 

“Nothing to be sorry about, Janice. Just the currents 
of the times, or something—beyond the control of man, 
and all that bull” 

“Are you—busy?” 

For a moment anger got him. She surely didn’t think be 
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was at her beck and call any time she wanted him, did 
she? “Yes,” he said. “My desk is piled with stuff. Some¬ 
thing important?” 

“Oh, no. , . , Fm sorry. I’ll not keep you from working. 
Goodby, darling,” and he heard the click. 

He felt like he’d missed out on something because of 
his irritation. Well, if she wanted to play the old waiting- 
game, he could play it also. He said, “If any other calls 
come, Fm out for the day, Mrs. Tanner,” 

“All right.” She paused. “Am I doing things correctly, 
Mr. Smith?” 

“You sure are,” he said. 

Her plain face showed a smile. For a moment her face 
was radiant. He glanced at her blouse and saw for the 
first time the fullness of her breasts, pushing against the 
nylon blouse. He wondered where Mr\ Tanner was. Hell, 
he might even be working in the back-shop, for all he 
knew. 

This might be worth looking into. 

“Just a minute,” he said, “I almost forgot something. 
Will you pull the file that has the names of all employes 
in this plant, please?” 

He mainly wanted her to get off the chair so he could 
see her from behind as she went to the file-cabinets. From 
the back she looked beautiful. She had rather wide hips 
and they did things to him as they moved up and down. 
He had long ago learned that it was the body that counted, 
not the face. A man can always cover a face. 

His heart beat wildly. He knew that most of its turbu¬ 
lence was sired by the fact he’d been without a woman 
for so long. When she pulled the file she stood parallel to 
him. She looked good from the side, too. Her hips arched 
out nicely. 

He lowered his eyes to his desk as she came forward 
with the file. He said, “Thanks,” and managed to touch 
her hand slightly. Her hand was warm and felt good. 

His heart hammering, he studied the names on the file. 
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found only her name under Tanner, folded the folder and 
handed it back, and she once more went to the file cases, 
and his temperature once more soared up, 

"‘You’re a lovely woman, Mrs, Tanner.” 

Her cheekbones showed color, "Thank yon, Mr. Smith.” 

“Mr. Tanner is indeed a lucky man,” 

She sat down, folding her skirt smoothly across her 
derriere before it hit the chair, “Evidently he did not 
think so. We got divorced six months ago.” 

“Oh, that’s too bad,” and he thought, Like hell it is, 
“Any children?” 

“None.” 

He realized he’d intruded far enough. “Well,” he said, 
“almost every man or woman in the U. S. has had at least 
two or three divorces, I guess—judging by those I’ve 
talked to.” 

“Are you married, Mr, Smith?” Her turn, now* 

“Just to my job.” He smiled widely. This was getting 
somewhere. “Never have been, either. Maybe it is because 
Tm at the tender young age of twenty-three.” He suddenly 
remembered Janice saying he was considered a good catch 
in Marystown. That warmed him and warned him. “Well, 
I’ll be going now. See you in the morning.” 

“Good afternoon, Mr, Smith.” 

“Good afternoon, Mrs. Tanner.” 

He went to his Thunderbird, backed out, hit the street 
He had no place to go. Country Club was the best and 
closest. He thought of Richmond and Marge and Marian. 
Then his stubborn pride came up and he decided against 
heading the Thunderbird toward Richmond. 

About ten roosters were perched at the Country Club 
bar. Most of them were business men who’d sneaked out 
early. He was surprised to realize he knew eight of them. 
He slid on a stool, ordered a coke-high. The man next 
to him, who was manager of Western Auto, started to talk 
about business. Brad listened. He was not interested in 
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business right now. He used an old trick of his, adroitly 
switching the conversation to sex. They rose for the bait 
like starving trout. 

At that point, he killed his drink and left. 

Nothing here for him. 
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Mrs. Tanner stood beside the filing cabinet. Brad de¬ 
liberately touched his hip against hers. She moved her hip 
but not until some time had elapsed. Brad's back became 
damp. 

“Pardon me,” he said, “but Td like the dossier on Wil¬ 
liam Johnson.” 

“Here it is, Mr. Smith.” 

She moved so her thigh touched his again. Brad looked 
down into the collar of her pink blouse. He saw just part 
of her breasts, held demurely by a pink bra, but what he 
saw made his back even damper. She handed him the file 
and their fingers met momentarily. She wore a quiet, calm 
smile and her eyes searched his face. 

“Thanks.” Brad returned to his desk. 

He wasn’t interested in the file-mate rial on one William 
Johnson, a sewing-machine operator in the back-shop. He 
pretended to look at it and glanced covetously at her back, 
for she was pounding her typewriter. 

Mrs. Tanner was ready to trot. 

Brad glanced at the calendar: Wednesday. She’d been 
his secretary for three days. He was still “Mr. Smith” and 
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she was still “Mrs. Tanner, w but this was, he knew, mere 
formality. He could have her if he wanted her. Take her 
home after work, drive out in the country, maybe have a 
drink or two, then park in the timber—and it would be 
his. It was that simple. He knew it. For one thing she 
wanted to keep her job and if she tamed down the boss, 
she might lose that job. Another point was that she just 
wanted a big huge romp either on a mattress or the seat 
of the Thunderbird, or a blanket thrown on the ground 
among the live-oaks. 

Brad admired her back, thinking of these angles. Her 
torso was molded finely and nicely into her hips, and her 
hips, although a trifle broad, were not to be sneezed at. 

He wanted her. 

She wanted him. 

Why did she want him? Well, a romp was a romp, a 
necessary thing. Then secondly it would cement employer- 
employee relations. Thirdly, he had money— or rather, 
the old man had money—and this money would be his 
some day. A romp in the hay with him to her, would 
signify a step toward a higher paying job. 

What if he rolled her? 

He considered this, too. He got the impression steam 
was rising from her, which meant no man for some time 
—well, with a face like hers, she would win no beauty 
parade. She’d probably follow him like a dog. Wouldn’t 
even need a leash. His phone would ring night and day. 
Maybe not. But he was still a little apprehensive. 

And when Marcella came back next week, what then? 

Now why t’hell, he asked himself, am I thinking of 
Marcella? He had to admit he missed her. He’d called" her 
apartment twice just in case she had cut short her L. A* 
visit Each time he’d got only a ringing phone. But if he 
hit a Sleep well with Mrs. Tanner, and with Mrs. Tanner 
and Marcella in the same office. ... He decided to give 
the case of Mrs. Tanner more thought, No use rushing 
things. He really wanted Marcella. And if she kept her 
legs taped, he’d roll over Mrs. Tanner. 
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He let the matter rest there* 

The phone rang* Mrs* Tanner answered, glanced at him 
significantly, pushed the button, and the throaty voice of 
Janice Westbrook said, “Hello, Brad,” 

Brad made a mental note: this was the third time she’d 
called this week. He hadn’t been to the Travelers Hotel 
since the night Whitey lowered Ms huge bulk between 
them. 

“Hello, Janice*" 

“Where have you been/’ she said, sending goose-flesh 
down his back* “You’re a total stranger out here. Brad," 
“Tve been busy* Lots of work*" 

Her laugh was tinkling glass* 14 At nights, too?" 
“Working on my book," he lied, 

"Your—book?” 

“Didn’t you know I aspire to be a serious author? But 
as yet haven’t even got to the bud stage.” 

U J can’t imagine you writing a book. How is it coming?" 
“Terrible*” 

She laughed again, spearing chills through him. He 
could see her calling from her room* Glistening black hair, 
dark shining eyes, the rise of her full breasts, her sleek 
stomach, her inviting thighs. 

He wet his lips. They’d been dry* They were still dry. 
He wet them again, but his tongue was dry, too* 

“I know an author in Hollywood,” she said* 4t He lived 
in the same building we did* He said that all his work 
was always terrible. You ask him how his book was getting 
along and it always was terrible ." 

Mrs* Tanner said, “You have a call from San Francisco, 
Mr. Smith*" 

Janice overheard Mrs. Tanner. “Oh, I’m sorry, Brad. 
Call me later? Or better yet, run out some afternoon or 
evening?” 

“Ill be out*" 

“Goodby, darling*" 

“Goo’by” 

She broke the line. He leaned back, smiling slightly, 
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aware of Mrs, Tanner's covert eyes. He figured Janice was 
about ready to throw in the sponge and test her new 
Sleepwell and box-spring. He thought of Whitey, the 
watch-dog. If Whitey ever came at him, he wouldn't use 
hts fists. He had respect for his knuckles. Whitey would 
collide with a chair, a beer bottle, or a club—if one were 
handy, 

A Frisco wholesaler was calling. He needed two hun¬ 
dred new units—and he needed them fast, having just 
landed a contract for outfitting a housing development. 
Within a week or so he'd need two hundred more units 
for another project. Brad glanced at the map over the desk. 
It showed in red outlines the territory of each of his sales¬ 
men, This wholesaler’s region belonged to Ike. Where 
t’hell was Ike, He put the question to the wholesaler, 
“Haven’t seen him for a month," 

According to Ike’s schedule, he would call on this 
wholesaler every two weeks, on a Thursday, 

“And Ike hasn't been around?" 

“Just like I said, Mr, Smith. Not in a month,” 

“Hold it a minute. I’ll call Joe in from the back-shop " 
Mrs. Tanner punched Joe’s bell four times. Joe hurried 
in the back door. Brad held his hand over the mouthpiece 
and asked, “We got an order for two hundred units from 
Myers in San Fran, Rush order. He wants the best grade, 
as usual. We got that many units?’ 1 

“We got that many, but damn few more.” 

“Get the trucks on them right now . Call in any truck 
you need that is out. Tell the drivers I ordered you to," 
“Okay, Mr. Smith.’ 1 

“They'D roll in as fast as we can get them to you, Mr. 
Myers. I’ll check on Ike," 

“I don’t want to cause him any trouble," 

I D cause that, Brad said, “Thanks for everything." 
Brad hung up and called Ike’s home. Ike's wife answered. 
She didn't sound too happy, 

“I’ll have to tell the truth, Mr. Smith, I’ve been on the 
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verge of calling you a number of times—hut I just couldn’t, 
for some reason. Ike has been drinking more than usual. 11 

‘‘When did you see him last? 1 ’ 

She was silent for a long moment. “I think it was four 
days ago. But I’ve lost track of time—I’m so worried*” 
Her voice was high and raspy now. 

“You and the kids? Have you anything to eat?” 

“Not much, Mr, Smith. Oh, 111 tell the truth—we’re 
destitute*’ 1 

“Ike got paid last week,” he reminded* 

“We got none of the money.” 

Brad nodded. “I see. Well, I tell you what I’ll do. I’ll 
pull a check out for his next two wages* I’ll send one of 
the boys over with it right away* And it will be in your 
name, not Ike's* Okay?” 

“Oh, God bless you, Mr* Smith!” 

“You got any idea where he is?” 

“I haven’t any idea at all” 

“You keep a stiff upper lip. The check will be over in 
an hour.” The thought came that he'd have a war with 
old Peterson, **111 get on Ike’s tail. Now don’t worry 
about a thing. How are the kids?” 

“Children feel things,” she said slowly* “They don’t 
have to overhear conversations to know.” 

“Ill get Ike,” he said, and hung up* Then to Mrs. 
Tanner, “Get that old bastard of a Peterson on the line, 
please.” 

Mrs, Tanner smiled. “Fm learning how to swear.” 

“You’ve known for years,” Brad kidded. She got Peter¬ 
son. Brad told him to pull out a two-week check for Ike 
and make it out in Ike’s wife’s name. Peterson started, 
“Highly irregular—” but Brad didn’t let him finish. “Have 
it over here inside of ten minutes,” he ordered. 

“Yes, Mr* Smith.” 

Brad dug in his pocket and got his wallet* From it he 
extracted the slip holding the phone number of Margie 
and Marian in Richmond. “Call this number,” he told 
Mrs. Tanner* 
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It took about ten minutes to get through and then a 
woman said, “Marian talking.” 

“This is Brad Smith. Where is Ike?” 

“Ike?” 

“Don't act so damn' dumb, woman. My salesman, Ike.* 

“I don't know. Why should I know? Why don't you 
come out sometime, darling?” 

“For ten bucks a throw? You think Fm nuts. A romp 
in the sagebrush with you isn’t worth a dime—in fact, 
you ought to pay the victim, not him pay you/' 

Mrs. Tanner had both hands to her ears but Brad knew 
she was listening avidly. 

“What's the matter with you?” 

“Look, you get Ike out of your apartment or whatever 
saloon he's in, and do it damn' fast, savvy? Tell him that 
if he isn’t either in my office this afternoon or my apart¬ 
ment tonight he’s canned,” 

“You can’t order me around?” 

“Fm not ordering. Fm stating. Are you girls paying pro¬ 
tection? Or should I call your chief of police and find 
out?” 

“I’ll get the bastard,” she said hurriedly. She cursed 
him roundly, soundly, and thoroughly. He listened for a 
while, said, “You have a good vocabulary,” and hung up. 
He glanced at Mrs. Tanner. “You can drop your hands 
now,” he said, anger still in him. 

Mrs. Tanner dropped her hands. She didn’t look at him 
but went to work checking invoices. 

Well, he’d queered himself with Marian and Margie, 
once and for always—but that bothered him not one iota. 
Within ten minutes the check came over from Peterson 
with his signature, Brad scrawled his, handed it to Mrs. 
Tanner, who made the entry in her day book. Brad called 
Joe from the backshop, telling him to send a timekeeper 
over to Ike’s house with the check. 

He decided to call his fattier. The old man wasn’t m 
his office, having just left for home. He called the old 
homestead. Fill’s voice answered in her synthetic accent. 
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“The home of Meester Smeeth. Who ees eet who ees 
calling?" 

“Hello, sweetheart/' 

“Oh, zat you Brad?" He could see her standing there 
in her neat uniform with the white jabot. She finally quit 
squealing. “Oh* how I mees you, Brad!" 

“How's your sex life?" 

“Oh, eet ees nozing since you have went/ 1 

Brad smiled. He wished he could be home for a few 
minutes, Fifi and he both would catch up. “What’s the 
matter with the old man?" 

She spoke guardedly. “Oh, he ees not feel up to the par. 
He ees een hees room.” 

“You know what I'm talking about. You getting tired 
of the old man in bed?" 

Mrs. Tanner left the room, 

“Oh, he ees not as good as you, Brad darleeng. He is 
the ancient—the old mans, you know, Weel you send for 
Fifi? Or come back to the Chicago?” 

“I’ll catch the next plane out," Brad said. “Hook me up 
weeth the old mans.” Hell, he was talking that way, now. 

“But Brad, darleeng," 

“Hurry up, Fifi." 

The old man had a cold, “You sound full of snot,” 
Brad said to him. 

The old man got his dander up immediately. “That's 
no way for a son to talk to his father," Brad let him cool 
down and then carefully explained the actions of Ike. 
“What do you do in a case like this?" 

The old man sounded stunned, “You asking me for 
advice? The first time in your life, son." 

“You’ve been through a like situation, I suppose. Tell 
me how to handle it, and can the wise-cracks, huh?” 

The old man would give Ike another chance. He, Brad, 
had done right sending a check to Ike's wife. The old man 
would eat the rump off Ike. Then, if Ike stepped over the 
tugs again, out Ike would go. 

“TU follow that advice," Brad said. 
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The old man chuckled* “Already I feel better,” he told 
him, “Boy, sometimes, damn it, I like you!” 

Brad saw a dollar sign floating by followed by five 
numerals. “You could show me how much you like me 
by sending me a check of about three thousand. Dad.” 

“What for?” 

1 “What difference does it make? I need it, that’s all. I’ve 
had big expenses—moving out here, getting located. Make 
' it two thousand, huh?” 

‘Til think it over, son,” 

“Hell,” Brad said, “if you have to think it over, forget 
it” 

“Hey, hey, don’t hang up, please. I’ll send it, boy. I’ll 
wire it, not send it.” 

‘Tm on my bended knee, sire.” 

“Can the comedy. Anything else?” 

Brad told about the order coming from San Francisco, 
aware that he’d repeated information he’d already given 
the old man. He told about the building program and how 
he was sitting on John Carson’s rump. “It’ll be done in 
time because Carson knows he’ll be out if it isn’t,” 

“Boy, you learn fast.” 

Brad decided to use some soft soap. Maybe he might 
euchre the check to three grand. “I got a smart dad,” he 
said, “Look, Dad, I’m busy. But get over that cold so I 
have somebody to fight with. You kick the bucket and it 
would be a dull world for me—no sparring mate,” 

“I’ll be okay tomorrow, Goodby, son.” 

“So long, sire.” 

Brad hung up and hit the bell. Mrs. Tanner hurried 
back in. Brad looked at her and asked, “What’s eating 
you?” 

“That conversation—with that woman.” 

Brad studied her. “Are you a virgin?” 

Anger colored her face. “No, Fm no—” She caught 
herself. “All right, I give in. I like this job.” 

“Do you only like the job?” 

She came over and put her hand on his crew-cut. He 
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looked up at her and suddenly she giggled like a goosed 
high-school girl, bent over and lightly kissed him on the 
lips. His arms caught her before she could escape. He 
pulled her down on his lap and kissed her warmly, closing 
his eyes as he did so. He just couldn't look at her map. 

Her thighs were pressing against him with more than 
her weight. She purred like an alley cat confronting a big 
hungry tom. She arched her neck, lips pressing against 
his. He felt her breasts push against him, warm and solid 
and inviting. She made little animal sounds. He thought, 
here's a female that hasn't been bothered for a long, long 
time. The thought scared him. He thought of the dog 
trotting behind him. She'd take it damn seriously. He'd 
have to break this off before it got started. Much as it ran 
against his grain, 

“Somebody might come in,” he said, all the time wish¬ 
ing the office had more privacy, and then again happy be¬ 
cause it had none, “Joe might walk in any moment,” 

She climbed to her feet reluctantly, pulled her tweed 
skirt flatly across her derriere, and brushed it off, “You’re 
a devil,” she said. Her eyes were dreamy. 

Brad felt disturbed. Marcella was right, by golly. He 
had no self-control when a well-rounded thigh was thrust 
in his direction. It seemed odd to think of Marcella’s 
words at this feverish time. He waited for his blood to 
slow down and then said, 4 Tm sorry, Mrs. Tanner.” 

“About what?” 

He had no answer to that. He turned to work on his 
desk, putting his name to papers without reading their 
contents. She too went to work but he noticed she glanced 
at him a few times with what seemed bafflement in her 
eyes. He felt uncomfortable in her company. 

He got to his feet. “If the phone rings for me, Fm out 
on the construction job.” 

“All right.” 

The day was overcast. Usually days were sunny in the 
valley. He kicked at a piece of wood and hurt his toe. He 
cursed. There he was, still between the devil and the deep. 
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His body had cried* take her. Brad. He decided to let 
things hang fire for a while, remembering Janice saying 
that he was a good catch. This woman might be nutty 
enough to think she could snag him . That thought drove 
ice-water into his veins and cooled him off like he’d been 
plunged into a deep-freeze. He’d gone too far with Millie 
Tanner. Marcella was right, he had no self control. 

Brad sat on a sawhorse and watched a man glaze in win¬ 
dow panes. He’d be glad when this day was over, it hadn’t 
been a shining one. Marcella would call tomorrow morning 
if she kept her promise, He hoped she would. Janice had 
something up her sleeve beside her shapely am. He had a 
hunch Janice would put out soon. The old man would be 
sending him some spending money. Maybe the day hadn’t 
been too bad at that, except for that sex bout in his office, 
which hadn’t been so bad, really. 

Ike came in at four. Brad sent Mrs. Tanner home, Ike 
was clean-shaven but his eyes were bloodshot and his face 
showed fatigue. Brad coldly and methodically laid down 
the law on Mm. 

“Thought you were my friend,” Ike mumbled. 

*T am,” Brad said, “That’s why I’m talking to you this 
way,” 

“You get soused. You got drunk the first night you were 
here. You got lit out in Richmond.” 

“You forget one tMng,” Brad said coldly, “I never let 
it interfere with my work. Another thing, I haven’t got a 
wife and a bunch of little kids that would suffer through 
my buying booze. You got a second chance, Ike. If you 
don’t like Sleepwell my advice is to start to look for an- 
other job. Everything clear?” 

Ike got to his feet. “You’re the boss,” he said slowly, 
“So long, Mr, Smith,” 

Brad wondered whether he’d lost the man to the or¬ 
ganization. Ike could deliver if he hit the ball. Well, if 
Ike left* he left—there were other salesmen, just as good 
if not better than Ike. 

He decided he needed a drink. 
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The back-shop workers were cleaning up for quitting 
time. He talked for a minute with Joe Hancock* Joe had 
bought metal for tying inner-springs and tougher cord for 
stitching mattresses. 

“The Wall Street Journal prophesies that the Govern¬ 
ment will soon release more money for bousing. Could we 
add a few more machines?” 

“We’re not over-loaded for space but we could add at 
least five more. X might have trouble getting operators, 
though.” 

“Get some out of the plant,” Brad said. “Promote some 
of the boys and girls. Then hire others for their jobs. We’ll 
talk it over in the morning, huh? You know more about 
this machine angle than I do. I could call the old man. 
There might be some idle machines in some of his other 
plants.” He gripped Joe by the arm. “We’re starting to 
roll, Joe.” 

“X think your right, boss.” 

“See you tomorrow.” 

Brad went to the lot, gunned the convertible and drove 
out to Janice’s joint. He saw Janice wasn’t around the 
place. His eyes went question!ngly to the second string 
bartender* 

“She’s gone somewhere,” the bartender said. “Left about 
three. Didn’t say where she was going or when she’d come 
back.” 

“Where’s Whitey?” 

“He went with her.” 

Brad killed his drink and left. The scotch hadn’t tasted 
too good, sort of sour. He decided to eat at the Country 
Club and go home early. He was tired of suppers alone 
in his apartment. He’d have to do something soon for 
female company—either get a sheep from the field or 
tackle Mrs, Tanner. 
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Marcella kept her promise. Promptly at ten the phone 
rang on Thursday morning. Brad said, “It's sure good to 
hear your voice.” His heart beat faster. 

She was coming home late Sunday night and would 
see him at work Monday morning. 

Brad glanced at Mrs. Tanner. She had her head bent 
over a letter she was typing. “Fm glad to hear that news.” 

Marcella chatted for about ten minutes. She was having 
a good time with her relatives, and hoped he was well 
and making progress in his job. He told her about Ike and 
how he'd eaten Ike’s rear end out. “How’s he doing now?” 
she asked, 

“I don’t know. That was only yesterday afternoon.” 

“Well, this is running into money, Brad. These long 
distance calls eat up dollars fast.” 

‘Til have it put on the company account,” he said, 
“Charge it off income tax,” 

“That would be good for me, Fm not too overloaded 
with hundred dollar bills.” 

“Want me to wire you some dough?” 

148 
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“Oh, Brad, no—definitely—no! But thanks for the offer. 
See you Monday, and be good/ 1 

“So long/* 

The phone clicked* He called Operator and had her 
put it on the company account and then leaned back, feel¬ 
ing good inside. He liked that little Marcella plenty, he 
realized. He thought of Janice. She'd have to come around 
this weekend or he'd be forced to forget her. 

He got the idea that the old man would like Marcella* 
But what difference did it make to him what the old man 
liked or whom he liked? 

“Miss Jones will be back at work Monday/* he told 
Mrs* Tanner. 

She nodded, eyes still down. 

“You’ll keep on working in my office, if you want 
Miss Jones has been carrying a tough work load. 1 ’ 

“I’ll be glad to stay, Mr. Smith/* 

“Your salary is three hundred a month now, you know ” 
He made a mental note to raise Marcella’s salary twenty- 
five bucks a month. “Is that as much—or more—than you 
made back in production?” 

“A little more,” she said. 

“Are you satisfied here?” 

“Yes.” She smiled at him. “Very satisfied ” 

But she could be even more satisfied, he thought wryly. 
He had decided by now that she was not for him. He’d 
gone too far with her as it was. 

Janice called him just before quitting time. “Hi, Brad 
dear. What are you doing this Sunday? 

“Nothing that I know of.” 

“Why not call for me Sunday afternoon? We can drive 
somewhere.” 

“Not out in the country/’ Brad said hurriedly. “I detest 
and hate picnics,” 

“Fd like to see a movie,” she said, “Fve been tied to 
this damn place too long. An outdoor movie, if possible.” 

“Ill try to dig up a good one for you. See you about 
two, huh?” 
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‘Tine, Brad” 

<4 We taking Whitey with us? he joked, 

“That’s not funny,” Her voice had stiffened noticeably. 
“Whitey is taking off this weekend, leaving Saturday morn¬ 
ing, Going to Frisco for a few days/* 

“What for, to buy you a pearl necklace?” 

“Remember this, please, Brad/* Her voice had softened* 
“Whitey is only help. He works for me, that’s all. 1 know 
you’re writing a book, but even a writer’s wild imagination 
would have to be stretched to breaking point to imagine 
anything between me and that ape, I don’t like it, Brad— 
not one bit, Fm being honest about it” 

“I was only joking,” he said somewhat lamely. 

“All right, darling, FI1 accept it as such, and FU see 
you Sunday afternoon. Goodby honey.” She hung up. 

Brad’s heart hammered so loudly he wondered if Mrs. 
Tanner could hear it She had, of course, heard the con¬ 
versation, There was no happy glow on her homely puss, 
he noticed. 

He had to leave the office because of the excitement 
Janice created in him, Jesus, how could he wait until 
Sunday, It was a long time in coming, but she was, at 
long last, ready to give in to him. He imagined how it 
would work, running his mind over the course of events 
he planned for her. There would be dinner somewhere, 
a shot or two of booze, an outdoor movie, and then to her 
room, seeing Whitey was gone, the bastard, or to some 
motel nearby, and then the big event on the Sleepwalk 
This coming Sunday would be the best week-end he’ll 
have had in Marystown. He wondered if he could live 
for the next three days without cracking up? 

Brad tried to imagine how good she could be in the 
sack. If one judged by her behind, she was a genius. He 
remembered Whitey all of a sudden and felt again certain 
that there was something between Janice and Whitey, The 
thought of the man’s huge arms and big hands; the slant¬ 
ing look of jealousy in his deep-set eyes, told Brad again, 
positively, that Sunday would be his one and only chance 
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at her. Whitey would kill him if he found out, and be 
wasn't that stupid! Whitey and Janice had hit the sack 
together, all right. She couldn’t kid him! 

That afternoon just before quitting time Mrs* Tanner 
remarked, “What are you doing tomorrow, Mr. Smith?” 

Brad knew what was on her mind. He might have taken 
her if Sunday did not hold out the promise of making 
out with Janice. 

*Tm working in the morning here. Then in the afternoon 
I have an appointment with one of our biggest wholesalers 
up in Oregon, who is coming down for the weekend.” 

She merely said, “I see,” and let it go at that. Brad 
knew she did not believe him, but she pressed the issue 
no further. 

Somehow he lived through Saturday and Sunday morn¬ 
ing. Promptly at two he piled into his convertible and 
was at the Travelers Hotel in a matter of minutes. He felt 
ready for action the moment his foot crossed the doorstep* 

The joint was jumping with Sunday trade, mostly in the 
dining room. He anchored his rear on a stool and ordered 
a bourbon high* The bartender leaned dose and said, 
“Boss said to tell you to go back to her room, Mr* Smith. 
FU take in your drink.” 

Brad left the stool. It made him feel good to be going to 
her room. He wondered how much chance there was of 
having a chance at her before they left for the movie. He 
knocked on the door, 

“Come in, Brad.” 

^ She was seated at a little table, sipping a highball, 
“Greetings,” he said as she came to him. She wore a 
yellow blouse that set off her raven-black hair which was 
set in the latest style. Her skirt was black and hugged her 
hips closely, outlining them dearly. She had on high heel 
sandals. His eyes went down past her full breasts pushing 
against the blouse* “You look marvelous, Janice.” he 
looked into her dark, glistening eyes. 

“How sweet of you to say so. Brad.” 

She glided toward him, a walking dream. Her soft arms 
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went around his neck. Her face rose, eyes shimmering, 
and his lips went down to meet hers. They kissed long 
and fervently. Her lips were warm and clinging. His blood 
raced through him. Her breasts pushed against his chest 
Her hips came in nicely, fitting against him* 

His heart beat wildly. He thought he'd suffocate from 
passion. His hands slowly, carefully, slid down her smooth 
back, fingers feeling gently, searching until he found the 
curve of her. He pulled her hips in at him, their lips still 
locked, and tried to force her to the floor. 

She whipped herself out of his arms, “Brad, you do 
things to me” She went to a mirror and re-did her lips, 
watching him in the glass. “Darling, your face looks so 
handsome when you're aroused," she said, facing him 
with a tantalizing smile* 

He said nothing* but walked to a chair and sat down. 
The bartender came in with his drink and then left* He 
picked the drink up and slugged it* 

She fussed with her blouse, adjusting it across her 
breasts, smoothed her skirt, studied herself all over, care¬ 
fully in the mirror, satisfied with herself she straightened 
and said, “Ready to go, darling?” 

He killed his drink. “Ready, Janice,” 

She took his arm. “Let's go out the back door*” 

They drove to Richmond, stopping a couple of limes 
for drinks. He had the booze and she ordered a martini 
and sipped just a little of it. Afterwards, they had barbe¬ 
cued steaks in a swank joint called Sunny Sam’s* They 
chatted a lot about trivial things that added up to a good 
time. When she wasn't watching him his eyes rested on 
her breasts. The blouse was low enough to show the 
smooth flesh and the deep cleavage* It took a lot of self- 
control not to throw her across the table. He curbed his 
patience telling himself that there was lots of time to make 
her* 

He quit drinking after awhile for two reasons. One: to 
seduce Janice. This required a clear head, not one fogged 
by booze. The second reason was, perhaps, most impor- 
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tant He was running low on money. The thought of his 
father coming through with a good-sized whack of dough 
cheered him. He hoped nothing would happen to change 
his father’s mind. He’d never known the old man to go 
back on his word, but there was always a first time for 
everything. 

“Shall we get on to that movie, Brad?” 

“Might as well” 

Brad had found a drive-in theatre on the edge of Marys- 
town. She snuggled close to him, her hand on his thigh. 
She was very affectionate, occasionally nuzzling him on 
the neck. Her tongue sent hot, teasing flashes through 
him. He wondered how long it would take for him to 
start enjoying the pleasures of her magnificent body. 
With an effort Brad tried to be interested in the picture 
but found it impossible because his thoughts centered on 
the restless sex-pot squirming on the seat beside him. 

His hand found hers. Her hand was warm and soft. 
She tightened her fingers. He almost threw himself on her. 
How long would he have to take her tantalizing tongue 
kissing? Would he have to rape her, but like a gentleman? 

Just before the picture ended, he put his arms around 
her slender shoulders and drew her close. He could see 
her glowing eyes, and traveling further down to the collar 
of her blouse, he saw quick falling of breasts in sweet invi¬ 
tation, He put his thigh close against hers and felt her 
respond, her flesh rippling against his. His voice was heavy 
as he asked, “Where to after this is over?” 

“How about a drink in my room?” She gripped his 
hand suggestively. 

Her words couldn’t have made him happier if he were 
a prisoner in the death house sweating out a full pardon. 

“I could stand a drink,” he said. 

By the time they got to her place it was eleven o’clock. 
He parked the Thunderbird. She slid out, showing her 
bare thighs. They went inside stopping just before her 
door. He noticed she wore a panty-girdle when he put 
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his hands on her derriere. Christ, but he was ready, will¬ 
ing and able for action. 

She went into his arms. “Be patient, dear,” her voice 
charged with sex. “We’re not even in the apartment/’ 

He found himself wondering about her. The sudden 
change in her attitude worried him a little. She had been 
hard to touch before but now she fairly heaved her full 
bosom into his hands. But he wasn’t going to question 
anything. She might get mad, but let her get as sore as 
she wanted to, after he had his way with her. Right now 
he wanted her in an amiable, come-take-me mood. 

She fumbled with her key in the lock, nervously, until 
the door opened. The lamp had been left on and it cast 
a nice warm glow on the bed. He entered, closed the 
door behind him, but in closing it, left it unlocked. A 
man always had to have some avenue of escape. He knew 
from previous experiences dial anything could happen. 
Brad wasn’t forgetting Whitey. 

The moment the door closed she turned to him, breasts 
pointed in his direction. He saw she was on fire, ready* 
hot flesh waiting to be cooled. 

“Baby/’ he whispered opening his arms to her, 

“Brad, darling—oh, darling Brad. , . 

Her kiss was like a tongue of flame. It burned through 
him, sending more fire into his blood. His legs shook 
with desire. Her tongue made an entry, played with his 
tongue, her hips writhed, pushing against his hips. Brad 
stood it for a few moments and then could take no more. 
He worked her backwards toward the bed, got her knees 
against it, and gently folded her over, putting one arm 
under her knees, rolling her on the bed. 

He went down beside her. She stared up at him breath¬ 
ing hard and then her arms went up for him. He went 
into them, heart a jack-hammer knocking out concrete, 
“Brad, we shouldn’t be—doing this. . . 

They all said that, he told himself. They never varied. 
They wanted it but pretended they didn’t want it—the 
old female game he knew so well. The best thing was to 



THE MATTRESS GAME 


155 


block their mouths with your own to keep them from pro¬ 
testing, He got her on her back. His trembling hands found 
the buttons on the front of her blouse. There were four 
of them and the buttons felt big and tough to work. He 
fumbled, got the first three; the fourth was real stubborn. 
Mouth to hers, he worked, sure of himself, fingers now 
more steady. The button finally slid free. 

He worked the blouse slowly off her. Then she moved 
slightly, letting him get more easily to her bra. Her breasts 
were rigid, pushing against their nylon enclosure, seeking 
freedom. 

The bra had three hooks and eyes. Her full firm breasts 
pushing against the bra made him fumble like a school 
boy. He thought that last hook would never come apart 
His fingers were clumsy. He cursed his awkwardness. 
Finally, the hook came free, 

“Brad, please stop, , . 

But her arms were around him, pulling him close. She 
was not fighting. He found the buttons in the rear of her 
skirt. They, too, were stubborn, the button-holes small 
for the buttons, and there were three of them. He worked 
patiently, fire roaring inside. 

She moaned, now—short, tiny animal moans. The last 
button free, she lifted her hips slightly, helping him work 
the dress down. It came free, for she doubled her knees, 
and the skirt followed the bra. 

Desire was a red rocket in his brain. This was the mo¬ 
ment be had so feverishly waited for since their first 
meeting. At long last, the moment had come—the final 
moment when she would give in to him . 

Suddenly she stiffened, her legs locked “What—what 
was that. Brad?" 

He listened. First he could hear just a couple of small 
sounds. Then pandemonium. 

There was a terrible commotion in the saloon. Doors 
slammed and banged, A sound like automatic firing echoed 
in the joint. 

She pushed him to one side, breaking the mood com- 
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pletely with nothing accomplished, “My God,” she said. 

Heavy feet came pounding down the hall, almost rock¬ 
ing the building. Suddenly a man crashed through their 
room, carrying the remnants of the door around his huge 
shoulders. 

Whitey! 

She was on her feet now, naked except for her hose, 
shoes and girdle, “What’s going on?” she screamed, 
Whitey yelled, “A raid, woman. The bulls—” Then 
his eyes swung hard around to Brad. “You dirty bastard! 
You’ve tipped off the bulls,” 

He lunged for Brad, Brad stepped to one side, grab¬ 
bing a chair, and swung the chair down viciously over 
Whitey’s huge shoulders. The chair shattered to pieces. 

Whitey hit the deck, stunned but not out. Janice hur¬ 
riedly put on her skirt. Her free breasts flopped up and 
down, the nipples dark circles against white skin. 

Brad hastily remembered things. The two middle-aged 
out of town men, sitting at the bar that night, ogling the 
red-headed waitress and the other waitresses. And Mar¬ 
cella saying, You’ll only get yourself into trouble, or some¬ 
thing like that. And his thoughts that this would make 
the ideal sporting house. , * , 

Janice was hastily jerking on her bra. “That damned 
she screamed, face twisted with rage and fear. “A 
few days late in his pay and he raids my joint. Just wait 
until I get him in court!” She whirled, faced Brad, 
screamed, “Get out, you stupid bastard! All I wanted 
of you was your money—and it’s too late for that now—” 
Whitey was stumbling to his feet. Brad hit the back 
door on a dead run. He started across the lot toward his 
car. Suddenly a uniform stepped out, nightstick in hand, 
and the uniform said, “Take it easy, buddy; you’re not 
going anywhere.” 

Brad stopped, heart sinking. “I've done nothing wrong,” 
The cop smiled. “This is a prossy house,” he said. 
“We’re raiding it, buster.” 
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Under California law Brad could make one phone call 
from the clink. He called Marcella at her apartment. 
Marcella had just come home that day. It was a stroke 
of luck that she was there to help him. He told her what 
had happened omitting, of course, certain details, 

*T was at the bar, taking a drink,” he said, “when the 
bulls came in. Will you get one of the company’s lawyers 
on the phone?” 

“IH do my best, Brad. Hold tight,” 

She and the lawyer arrived at the precinct within an hour. 
The lawyer sprung him and he walked out a free man, 
but on bail “How the hell did you get mixed up in this 
affair?” the lawyer asked, “You’re supposed to be a 
bright boy.” 

“Just an innocent bystander,” Brad said, “The old man 
won’t believe a word of this, I know. He’ll kill me.” 

“He won’t hear about it,” the lawyer said. “Before I 
came here I called Harry Johnson, the editor on the local 
sheet, and he said you have nothing to fear. Your name 
won’t get in the scandal. We’re fellow Rotarians, but it’ll 
still cost me some drinks at the joints.” 

A ton of bricks left Brad’s shoulders, “Ill foot that 
bill,” he told the lawyer, 

“Talked to the chief, too,” the lawyer continued* 
“You’re clear with him, Mr. Smith. You will be charged 
with creating a disturbance, nothing more. You have to 
go to court, though. About that bail of fifty bucks? You 
can forfeit it.” The lawyer glanced at his watch. “I’ve got 
to get to bed. Term of court is on and a rough one to¬ 
morrow. Good night, folks.” 

He left Brad and Marcella alone in front of the station 
house. Brad said, “My car is out at the Travelers.” 

“I have my ear,” Marcella said. “I’ll take you home.” 

“I’m a complete ass,” he said slowly. “But you warned 
me, didn’t you? Did you know she was running a red-light 
place,’ Marcella?” 

“Oh, I’d heard rumors. Brad. Only well-to-do men 
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from out of town were entertained, I heard. Nobody from 
around town ever got inside.,” 

‘"Why didn't you tell me?” 

“Look, Brad.” Her chin was set, “You’re one of these 
men that know everything. Gome on. Brad, IH1 drive 
you home.” They got into her car and drove away. 

She parked in front of his apartment. He looked at 
her and to his surprise saw tears in her brown eyes. She 
looked beautiful and wholesome. He still couldn't believe 
they had had a romp on the sheets that first night. 

“Brad?” 

“Yes?” 

“Brad, I’ve done a lot of thinking about you this past 
week.” She seemed to hesitate as if unsure of herself. 
“Fm all confused, darling,” 

But Brad wasn’t a bit confused. He took her away 
from behind the wheel and put his hands on her shoulders. 
Suddenly her breasts pushed against him, her mouth 
leaped at his, her tongue licked at his lips, Christ, he 
thought, she was a ball of fire eating at his passion. 

“Marcella, Marcella, 1 love you,” He heard his voice 
in shocked delight. 

“Brad, darling,” she cried happily, holding him tight 
to her breast. 

Suddenly there was a rap on the car window, A row 
of bright shining buttons flashed in their eyes. A cop 
swung his nightstick good-naturedly. 

“Folks, it’s best you move on.” 

“Sure thing,” Brad said. 

“By the way,” the cop sang out, “if you’re interested 
in the deepest neck of die woods, it’s a mile down this 
road. Good luck.” He walked away. 

Brad said, softly* “You game?” 

“I sure am.” 


*** END *** 
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